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Enter BAATN AXN Do, and FRANCIS co, | 
| two Sentinels. 


Hoſe there? 
Nay anſwer me. Stand and vnfold your 
ſelfe. —_ 
Long live the King, 
Barnardo, 
Bar, Hee. 
A p | F. 1594, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Fray, Y ou come moſt carefully y vpon your heute. 
Bar. 'Tis now ſtrooke twelue, get thee to bed Fr, 
Fran, For this telefe much thanks, is birrer ed, 
And I am ſick at heart. 
Bar. Haue you had quiet guard? 7 
Fran, Not a Mouſe ſtirring. 8 
Bar. Well, good night: 2 | | 
If you doe meet Horatio and Marcellus. = 
| Therivalls of my watch, bidthem —— nm 


\ 


« Enter Horatio and Mar- 


1 5 cellus. 


Frakciſcel 1. thinks 1 beate tbeuf\ nd) Hh who is 
there ? 
Hora, Friends to this ground. : 
Mar. And Leegemen to the Dare. 
Fran, Giue yowgood night. | , 
CHMarcellm, O, farewell honeſt Souldiers „ Who hath ce. 
keu'd you? 
Fran. Bernarde hath myplace; ; giue you good night. Exit Frey, 
Mar. Holla, Barwardd.” 
Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 
Hora. A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Aurel, 
Hera. What he's this ching wad 3 night? 
Bar. Thave ſcene nothing. 
Mar, Horatio ſayes'tis but a fantafie, 
And w ll not let beliefe take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight twice ſeene of vs, 
T .crefor: [ haue intreated him along, 
Wich vs to wa ch the minutes of this night, 
| That it pgaine this apparition come, 
He may approue our eyes and ſpeake to it. 
Hora. Tuſh, Tuſh, twill not appeare. 
Bar. Sit downe a while, 
And let vs once againe aſſaile your cares, 


That 


Price of Denmarke. 
That are ſo fortified againſt our Rory, 
What we haue two nights ſcene. 
Hora. Well, fit we downe, - 
And let vs heare Barnerde ſpeake of this. 
Bar. Laſt night of all, | 
When yond ſame ſtar thats Weſtward from the Pole; 
Had made his courſe tillumin that part of heaven _ 
Where now it burnes, Marcellus and my ſelfe 
The Bell then beating one. 


Enter G hoff. 


Mar. Peace breake thee off looke where it comes againe, 
Bar. Ia the ſame figure like the King thats dead. 
Mar. Thou art a Scholler ſpeake to it Horatio, | 
Hera. Moſt like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 
Bar. It would be ſpoke to. 
Mar. Speake to it Horatio jp 
Hora, What art thou that vſurpſt this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 
I whichche Maieſty of buried Dexrmarke 
Did ſomtimes march: by heauen I charge thee ſpeak. 
M. It is offe ded. YL 
Ber. See it ſtaukes away. 


Hera. Stay, ſpeake, ſpeake I charge thee fpeake. 
Exit Ghoft, 


Mar. Tis gone and will not anſwere. 
Ba. How now Horatio, you tremble & look pale, 
Is not this ſomething more then phantaſie? 
What thinke you of it? 
Hera. Before my God I might not this belecue, 
Without the ſenſible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eies. 
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The Tragediz of Hamlet 

Mar. Is it not like the King? 

Hora. As thou art to thy ſelfe: 

Such was the very Armor he had on, 0 
When be the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry patle 

He ſmote the ſleade d Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ſtrange. 

Mar, Thus twice before and iumpe at this dead houre, 
With Martiall ſtauke hath he gone by er watch. | 

Hora, In what particular thought, to worke Iknow not, 
But in the groſſe and ſcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes ſome Rrange eruption to our Rate. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes. 
Why this ſame ſttict and moſt obſeruant watch | 
So nightly toiles the ſubiect of the Land, 

And with ſuch daily toft of brazen Cannon 
And torraine Mart for Implements of warte, | 

Why ſuch impreſſe of ſhip-wrights, whoſe ſore taske 

Does not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be coward, that this ſweatie haſte 

Doth make the night ioint labour with the day, 

Who iſt that can informie me? 

Hora. That can I. 

At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo, our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image euen but now appear'd to ve, 
Was 2s you know by Fortmbraſſt of Norway, 
Thereto prickt on by a moſt emulate pride. 
Did to the combate; iu which our yaliant Hamlet. 
(For ſo this fide of out knowne world eſteem'd him) 
Did (lay this Fortinbraſſe, who by a (cald compact 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldrie | 
Did forfait (with his life) all taeſe his lands 
Which he flood ſeaz'd of, to the conquerour. 
Againſt the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which hadreturne 
Io the inherit ance of Fortinbraſſe, 


— 
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But ſoft, behold, lo whete it comes agalne 


Prixce of Denmarke. \. 

Had he bin yanquiſher; as by the ſame comart, 
And carriage of the Articles defigne, 
His fell to Hamlet; now Sir, yong Fortinbrafſe 
Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt vp a liſt of lawleſſe reſolutes 
For food and diet to ſome enterprize 
That bath a ſtomake in't, which no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ſtate 
But to recouer of vs by ſtron g hand 
And te armes oomnpulſatory, thoſe foreſaid lands 
So by his father loſt; and this I take it, 
Is the maine motiue of our preparations 
The ſource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this poſt-haſte and romeage in the land. 

Bar. Ithinke it be no other but euen ſo; 
Well may it ſort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ſo like the King 
That was and is the queſtion of theſe warres. 

Hora. A mote it is to trouble the minds eie: 


In the moſt high and palmy ſtate of Rome, 


A little exe the mightieſt Jai fell | 
The graues Rood tennantleſſe, and the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueake and gibber in the Rowen ſtreets 

As ſtarres with traines of fire, and dewes of bloud 


"Diſaſters in the Sun; and the moiſt ſtarte, 
| Vpon whole influence Neptune Empire ſtands, 


V Vas fick almoſt to Doomeſday with eclipſe 
And even the like precurſe of fierce events, 
As Harbingers preceding ſtill the fates 


And Prologue to the Omen comming on 


Haue Heauen and Earth together demonſtrated: - 
Vnto our Climatutes and Counttimem. 


Enter Gheſs. 
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The Tragedicof Hamlet 


Ile exoſſe it though it blaſt me: ſtay illuſion, - t roads 
It chou haſt any ſound ot vſe of voice, bu grmes. 
Speake to me, if thete be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eaſe and grace to me, 
Speake rome. 
If thou art priuie to thy Countries fate 
VVhich happily foreknowing may auoid, 
O ſpeake : 7 
Or if thou hait yphoorded in thy life 
Extorted creature in the wombe ofearth, 
For which they lay your ſpirits oft walke in death. The Cocke 
Spe. ke of it, ſtay and ſpeake, Rop it Marcellus. crowes. 
Mar. Shall I ſtrike it with my partizan? 
Her. Doe if it will not and. 
Bar. Tis heere. 
Her. Tis heerc. 
Mar. Tis gone, 
VVe doe it wrong being ſo Maieſticall 
. Tooffer it the ſhow of violence, 
For it is as the aire, invulnerable, 
And ourvaine blowes, malicious mockery, 
Bar. It was about to ſpeak when the cock crew. 
Her. And then it ſtarted like a guilty thing, 
Vpon a fearfull ſummens ; I have heard, 
The Cock that is the Trumpet to the morne, 
Doth with his loftie and ſhrill ſounding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
VVhether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, 
Th“ extrauagant and erring ſpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
I his preſent obiect made probation. 
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 
Some lay that euer gainſt that ſeaſon comes, 
V'Vherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This biid of dawning ſingeth all night long, 
And then they ſay no ſpirit dare ſtirte abroad 
The nights are wholiome, then noplanets ſtrike, 
NoFaiiy takes, nor witch hath power to charwe | 


Prince of Denmarke. . 

So hallowed and ſo gracious is that time. 

Hor. So haue I heard and doe in part beleeue ir 
But looke the morne in ruſſet mantle clad 

Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill: 
Breake we our watch vp and by my aduiſe, 
Let vs impart what we haue ſcene to night 
Vnt o young Hamlet, for vpon my life 
This ſpirit dumbe to vs, will ſpeake to him: 
Doe you conſent we (hall acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our loues fitring our dutie. 

Mar. Lets doo't I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we ſhall find him moſt conuenient. Exeunt. 


Flouriſb. Enter Clandiuu, K mg of Denmarke, Gertrad the 
Quoene, ( ennſaile : as Polonia, and hu Sonne Laer- 


tes, Hamlet, cum aly1. 


Cland. Though yet of Hamlet our deare brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it vs befitted 
To be are our hearts in griefe & our whole kingdem 5 
To be contractcd in one brow of woe, 
Yer ſo far hath diſcretion fought with na ture, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of our ſelues: 
Theiefore our ſometime Siſter, now eur Queene 
Th' Imperiall ioyntreſſe to this warlike State 
Haue we as twere with a defeated ioy 
Mich an auſpitious, and a dropping eye, 
Wich mirth in funerall, and with dirge in mariage, 
In equall ſcale weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife: nor baue we herein bard 
Vour better wiſdomes, which haue freely gone 
Wich this aff ire along = all our thankes) 
New follow es that you know young Fortmbraſe, 
Holding a weake ſuppoſall of our worth 
Or hieking by our late deare brothers death 
Our Rate to be diſioyn t, and out of frame 
Collegued with this dreame of his aduantage 


He hath not faild to peſtet ys with meſſage 
a 7 4 Im- 


| The Tragedie of Hamlet 
. Importing the ſurrender of thoſe Lands 
Loſt by his father, with all bands of Law 
To our moſt yaliant brother, ſo much for him: 
Now for our ſelfe, and or this time of meeting, 
Thus much the buſineſſe is, we haue here wit 
To Norway Yncle of young Fortenbraſſe 
Who impotent and bedred e. heares 
Of this lis Nepi ewes purpoſe; to ſuppteſſe 
His further gate herein, in that the leuies, 
The liſts, and full proportions ate all made 
Out of his ſubiæct, and we here diſpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Valtemand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perſonall power 
To buſineſſe with the King, more then the ſcope 
Ot theſe dilated Articles allow: 
Farewell, and let your haſt commend your dutie. 
Cor. Vo, In that, and all things will we ſhew our duty. 
King, We doubt it nothing, hartily farewell. 
And now Laertes Whats tho newes with you ?, 
You told ys of ſome ſute, what iſt Laertes ? 
You cannotipeake of reaſon to the Dane 
And loſe your voice; what would | thou beg Laerte. 
Tha: ſhall not be my offer, not thy asking, 
The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more inſtrumentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father, 
What would'tt thou haue Laertes ? 
Lar. My dread Lord. 
Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmarks, 
To ſhcw my dutie in your Coronation; | 
Yet now I mult confeſſe, that dutie done 
My :houghtsand wiſhes bend againe toward France, . 
Aud bow them to your gracious lcaue and pardon, 
King. Haue you your fathers leaue, what ſaies Polonia 
Polo. He hath my Lord rung from me my flow leaue 
By la bout ſome petition, and at laſt | 
Vpon his will I ſeald my hard conſent, 


Prince of Denraarke; . 
I doe beſeech you = him leaue tq goe. 
King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will: 
But now my Couſin Hamlet, andimy ſonne. 
Ham, A little more then kin, and le ſſe then kind. 
Kirg. How is it that the clouds ſtill hang on you. 
Ham. Not ſo much my Lord, I àm too much in the ſonne 
Quecene. Good Hamlet caſt thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eie looke like a friend on Denmarke, 
Doe not for euet with thy vailed lids, 
Sec ke for thy noble father in the duſt, 
Thou know'tt tis common all that lives muſt die, 
Paſſing through nature to eternitie. 
Ham. I Madam, it is common. 
Quee. If it be, 
Why ſeemes it ſo perticuler with thee. 
Ham. Seemes Madam, nay it is, I knownot ſecmes, 
Tis not alone my inkie cloke could ſmother, 
Nor cuſtomarie Sutes of ſolemne blacke, 
Nor windie ſuſpiration of forſt breath, 
No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie, 
Nor the deiected hauiour of the viſage, : 
Together with all formes, moods, ſhapes of griefe 
That can deuoute me truly, theſe indeed ſeeme, 
For they are aRions that a man might play, 
But I have that within which paſſes ſhew, 
Theſe but the trappings and the ſuires of woe. 
King. Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature Hane. 
To giue theſe mourning duties to your father, 
But you muſt know your father loſt a father. 
That father loſt, loſt his, and the ſutuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for ſome tearme 
To doe obſequicus ſorrowes, but to perſeuer 
In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſſe, tis vnmanly griefe, 
It ſhewes a will moſt incorrect to Heauen, 
A heart vafortified, or minde impatient, ' 
An vnderſtanding ſimple and vnſchoold, _ 
For what we know muſt be, and is as common 
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De Tingedie of Hanaker | 

As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſence, 

Why ſhould we in our pecuiſh oppoſition 
Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A faulc againſt the dead, u fault to nature, 
Toreaſon moſt ablutd, whoſe common theame 

Is death of fathers, and who {till hath cryed 
From the firſt courſe, till he that die d hs, 

| This muſt be ſo: we pray you throw to earth 

This ynprenailing woe, and thinke ot vs 

As of a fathcr, for let che World take note 

You are the moſt immediate to our throne, 

And with go leſſe nobilitie of leue 

Then that which dcareſt father beares his ſonne, 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent, 

In going backe to ſchoole to Wittenberg, 

It is moſt retrograd to our deſire, 

And we beſeech you bend you to remaine 

Heere in the cheare and comfort of our cie, 

Our chiefeſt Courtier, Couſin, and out ſonne. 

Q. Let not thy mother looſe her praiers Hamlet, 

I pray thee ſtay with vs, goe not to Wittenberg, 

Ham. I ſhall in all my bcſt obay you Madame. 
King. Why, tis a loving and a faire reply, 
Be as our ſelfe in Denmarke, Madame come, 
I his gentle and vnforc'd accord ef Hamlet \. 

Sits ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof, 

No iocond health that Dewwarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Canon to the cloudes ſhall tell. 

And the Kings rowſe the Heauen ſhal bruce againe, 
Reſpeaking earthly thunder; come away, Flowryh, E xeuut all. 
Ham. O that this too too ſallied fleſh would melt, but Hamlet. 

Thaw and re ſolue it ſelſe into a dew, | 

Ot that the everlaſting had not fixe 

His Cannon gainſt ſeale ſlaughtet, O God, God, 

How wary, ſtale, flat, and vnprofitable 

Seeme to me all the vſes of this Wotld? 

Fie on't, ah fic, tis an vaweeded Garden, 

| That growes to ſeed, things ranke & groſſe in nature, 
Poſſeſſe it meerely that it ſhould come thus 


But 


\ 


Prince of Demmarke 

But two moneths dead, nay not ſo much, not ewo, 
So excellent a King, that was to this | 
Hyperion to a Satyre, ſo louing to my mother, 
That he might not beteeme the winds of Heauen 
Viſit her face too roughly: heauen and earth 
Muſt I remember, why ſhe ſhould hang on kim 
As if increaſe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a moneth, 
Let me not thinke on't ; frailtie thy name is woman 
Alittle month. Or cre thoſe ſhooes were old 
> With which ſhe followed my poore fathers bodie 

Like Niobe all ceares, why ſhee 
O God la beaſt that wants diſcourſe of reaſon 
Would haue mourn'd longer, maried with my Vncle, 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then 1 ro Hercwles, within a moneth, 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt vnrighteous teares 
Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eies 
She married Oh | moſt wicked ſpeed ; to poſt 
With ſuch dexteritie to inceſtious ſheets, 


It is not, nor it cannot come to good, -” 


But breake my heart for I mnſt hold my tongue. 
= Enter Horatio, Marcellus and Bernardo, 
Hora. Haile to your Lordſhip, (ſelfe. 
Ham, lam glad to ſee you well; Horatio, or Idoe forget my 
Hera. The ſame my Lord, and your poore ſeruant euer. 
Ham. Sit my good friend, Ile change that name with you, 
and what make you from /#utenberg, Horatio? 


Marcellus. 
Mar. My good Lord.. 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you (good even fir) 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hera. Atruant diſpoſition good my Lord. 
Ham. 1 would not heare your enemie ſay fo, 
Nor ſhall you doe my eare that violence 
To make it truſter of your owne report 
Againſt your ſelfe, I know you are no truant, 
But what is your affaire in EH ? 


Wecle teach you for to drinke ere you depart, - 
Dog. Horat. 
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TDTuhe Tmigedicof Hamlet 
Hera. My Lord, I came to ſee your fathers funeral. 
Ham, I prethee doe not mock me fellow ſtudent, 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding, 
Hora. *Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 
Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funer al bak't meats 

Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareſt foe in Hegyen 

Or euer I had ſeęne that day Hera, 

My father me thinkes I ſee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord? 

Ham, In my minds eie Horatio. 
Hora. I ſaw him once, a was a goodly King. 
Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 

I ſhall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham, Saw, who? | 

Hora, My Lord the King yaur father. 

Ham, The King my father ? 8 

Hora. Scalon your admiration for a while 

With an attentiue eare till I may deliuer 

Vpon the witneſſe of theſe Gentlemen 

This maruaile to you, 

Ham. For Gods love let meheare? 
Hora. Two nights together had theſe Gentlemen, 

Marcellus, and Barnardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vaſt and middle of the night 

Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 

Armed at point, exactly Cap apes 

Appeares before them, and with ſolemne march, 

Goes {flow and ately by them; thrice he walkt 

By their oppreſt and feare ſurprized cies, 

Within this tranchions length, whil'R they diſtill'd 

Almoſt to gelly, with the act of feare 

Stand dumbe and ſpeake not to him; this to me, 

In dreadſull ſecrecie impart they did, 8 

And ] with them the third night kept the watch, 

Wrnezeas they had deliuered both in time, 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 

The apparition comes: I knew your father, 


WU 


Prince of Denmarke” - | 
Theſe hands are not more like. 
Haw, But where was this ? 
Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we wacht | 
Ham. Did you not ſpeake toit? 
Hora. My Lord, I did, 
Bur anſwer m ade it none, yet once me « chought- 
Ic lifted vp its head and did addrefle 
It ſelfe to motion, like as it would ſpeake: 
But euen then the morning Cock crew loud, 
And at the ſound it ſhrunke in haſt a way: 
And vaniſht from our ſight. 
Ham. Tis verie ſtrange. 
Hera. As I doe liue my honor d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me, 
Mold yo uthe watchto night ? 
4 We doe my ns 
Mum. Arm' d ſay you? 
All. Atm'd my Lord. 
Ham. From top to toe? 
All, My Lord from head to foot, 
Ham, Then ſaw you not his face ? 
Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer yp. 
Haw, What look't he fromningly 7 
Hora. A countenance more in ſortow then in anger. 
Ham. Pale or red? 
Hora. Nay verie pale. 
Ham. And fixt his eies vpon you? 
Hora. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. 1 would I had beene there. 
Hera. It would haue much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Verie like: ſtaid it long? 
Hora, While one with moderate haſte might tell a bundrech, 
Both. Longer, longer. 
Hora. Not when I ſaw't.. 
Ham, His beard was griſſeld, no. | 
Hora, It was as I haue ſeene } it in his life 
A ſable ſiluer d-. 


Ham, 


FF ²˙ VU 


T be Tmpedie of Hamlet 
Ham. I will watch co night 
Perchance twill walke againe. 


Hora. I wacn't it will. _ 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble fathers perſon, 


lleſpeake to it though hell ic ſelfe ſhould gape 


And bid me hold my peace; I pray you all 
If you haue hitherco conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your ſilence ſtill, 
Aud w hatſoeuer elſe ſhall hap to night, 
Guue it an vnderſtanding but no tongue, 
I «ill requite your loues, ſo fare you well: 
Vpon the platforme twixt eleuen and twelue 
Ile v1fit you, 
Atl Our dutie ta your honour. E xeumt. 
Ham. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 
My fathers ſpirit (in armes) all is not well, 
doubt ſome foule play, would the night were come 
Till then fir ſtill my ſoule, foule deeds will riſe , 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them ro mens cies. 
Enter Laertes and Opbelia his Suter. 
Laer. My neceſſaries arc imbarkt, farewell, 
And ſiſter as the winds giue benefit 


And conuay, in aſſiſtant, doe not ſleepe 


But let me heare from you. 

Opbe, Doe you doubt that? — 

Laer. Fot Hamlet and the trifling of his faueut 
Hold it a faſhion, and a toy in bloud, Ry 
A violet in the youth of primie nature, 
Forward, not permanent, ſweet, not laſting, 
The perfume and ſuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe. No more but ſo. 

Laer, Thinke it no more. 
For nature creflant does nor grow alone, 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward ſeruice of the mind and ſoule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no ſoile nor cautell doth beſmerch 


© Theyertueof his will, but you mult feare, 


Prince of Denmarke. 
His greatneſſe waid, his will is not his owne. 
He may not as vnualued perſons doe, 
Craue for himſelfe, for on his choice depends 
The ſafetie and bealih of this whole ſtate, 
And therefore mult his choiſe be circumſcrib'd, 
Vnto the voice and yeelding of that bodie, 
Whereof he is the head, then if he ſaies he loues you, 
It fits your wiſdome ſo farre to beleeue it 
As he in his particular act and place 
May giue his ſaying deed, which is no further, 
Then the maine yoice of Denwarke goes withall, 
Then weigh what loſſe your honour may ſuſtaine, 
If with too credent eare you lift his ſongs 
Or looſe your heart, or your chaſt treaſure open, 
To his vamaſtred importunitie. 
Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare ſiſter, 
And keepe you in the reare of your affection 
Out of ihe ſhot and danger of defire, 
1 The charieſt maide is prodigall enough 
It ſhe vnmaske her beautie to the Moone 
«© Vertye it ſelle ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes 
« The Canker gaules the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before theit buttons be diſc\os'd, 
And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagions blaſtments ure molt iminent, 
Be W tie then, beſt ſafetie lies in feare, 
Youth to it ſelfe rebels, though none elſe neere. 
Ophe. 1 ſhall the effect of this good leſſon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart: but good my bro.her 
Doe not as ſome vngracious Paſtors doe. 
Shew me the ſtee pe and thornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, aud re-kles libertine, 
Himſelfe the primroſc path of d.l:ance treads. 
 Andreakes not his owne Reed, Enter Polapnim, 
Laer. O feare me not, TY 
I tay too long, but heere my father comes 
A double bleſſing, is a double grace, 
Occaſion ſmiles vpon a ſecond leave. 1 
Pa. Vet here Laertes? aboord,a 3 for ſhame, 


| The Tingedis of Hamlet 


The wind fits ia the ſhoulder of your ſaile, 

And you are ftaied for, there my bleſſing with thee, 
And theſe few precepts in thy memorie 

Looke thou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any ynproportion'dtheught his act, 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thoſe friends thou haſt and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them vnto thy ſoule with hoopes of fleele, 


But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 


Oft each new hatcht vnfledgd courage; beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell, but being in, 
Bear'c that th' oppoſer may beware of thee: 
Give cueric man thy care, but few thy voice, 
Take each mans cenſure, but reſerue thy iudgement, 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 
But not expreſt in fancie; rich not gaudie, 
For the apparell oft proclaimes the man: 
And they in France of the beſt ranke and ſtation, 
Arc of a molt ſelect and generous, chiefe in that: 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 
For loue oft looſes both it ſelfe and friend, 
And borrowing dulleth the edge of busbandry : 
This aboue all, to thine owne ſelfe be ttue 
And it muſt follow as the night the day 
Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man: 
Fare well my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Moſt humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 
Pol, The time inueſts you, go, yout ſeruants tend, 
Luer. Farewell Opbelts, and remember well 
What Ihaue ſaid to you, l | 
Opbe. Tis in my memotie lockt 
And you your ſelte ſhall keepe the key of it. 
Laer. Fate well. Ex, Laertes. 
Pol. What iſt Ophelia he hath ſaid to you? 
Ophe. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord Hane. 
Pol, Marrie well bethought | 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
©:juen private time to you, and you your ſelfe © | 
klaue of your nadience beene — — and bounteous, 


II 


Prince of Denmarke* 
If it be fo, as ſo tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution I muſt tell you, 
You doe not vnderſtand your ſelſe ſo cleerely 
As it behooues my daoghtcr and your honour, 
What is betweene you giue me vp the truth. 
Ophe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Ot his affection to me. = 
Pol. Affection, puh, you ſpeake like a greene gitle, 
Vnſifred in ſuch perillous circumſtance, 
Doe you belccue his tenders, as you call them ? 
Ophe. I doe not know my Lord what I ſhould thinke, 
P... Marrie I will teach you, thinke your ſelfe a babie, 
That you haue tane theſe tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterling : tender your ſelfe more dearely 
Or (not to cracke the wind of the poote phraſe) 
Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. | 
Opbe. My Lord he hath importun'd me with loue 
Ia honorable faſhion, | 
Pol. I, fafhion you may call it, goe to, goe to. 
Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his ſpeech. 
My Lord, with almoſt all the holy yowes of heauen. 
Psl, 1, ſpringes to catch Wood-cacks, I do know 
W hen the bloud burnes, how prodigallthe ſoule 
Lends the tongue yowes, theſe blazes daughter 
Giving more light then heate, extinct in both 
Even in their promiſe, as it is a making 
Youmuſt not tak't for fire : from this time 
Be ſome thing ſcanter of your maiden preſence 
Set your intreatments at a higher tate 
Then a command to parle; for Lord Hamlet, 
Belceue ſo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you: in few Ophelia, 
Doe not beleeue his vowes, for they are Brokers 
Not of that die which their inveſtments ſhew 
But mcere implorators of ynholy ſuites, 
Breathing like ſanctiſied and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 


I would yot in plaine termes from this time forth 
| ; „ | Haue 


The Tingedis of Hamlet 
Haue you ſo flander any moments leiſure | | 
As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hawl/et, 


Looke too't I charge you, come your waies. 
Opbe. I ſhall obey my Lord. Exennt. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham. The aire bites ſhroudly, it is very cold, 
Hora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 
Ham, What houre now ? 
Hors. I thinke it lackes of twelue. 
Mar. No, it is Rrooke 
Hora. Indeed; l heard it not, it then drawes neere the ſcaſon, 
Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walke A flouriſh of Trum- 
What does this meane my Lord? pets, and two Pacces goes off 
Ham. The King doth walke tonight and takes his rowle, 
mor waſſell and the ſwaggering vp-ſpring teeles: 
Andas he draines his dratts of Rheniſh dowae, 
The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hera. 1s it a cuſtome? 

Ham. I marrie iſt, 
But to my mind, though I am native heere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuſtome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obſervance. 
This heauic-headed teuell Eaſt and Weſt 
Makes vs traduc'd and taxed of other 2 
They clip vs Drunkards and with ſwiniſh phraſe 
Soile our addition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform'd at height 
The pith and marow of our attribute, 
So oft it chances in particular men, 
That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guiltic, 
(Since nature cannot chodſe his origen) 
By theirore-grow'th of tome complexion 
Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts of Reaſon, 
Or by ſome habit that too much ore-leaucns 
The forme of plauſiue manners, that theſe men 
Carrying I ſay the ſtampe of one defeR 


5 Being 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ſtarre, 
His Vertues cls be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may yndefgoe, 
Shall in the generall cenſure take corruption 
From that particular fault: the dram of eaſe 
Doth all the noble ſubſtance of a doubt 
To his owne ſcandall, 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. * 


* 


Haw. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend vs! 


Be thou a ſpirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 


Bring with thee aires fromheauen,or blaſts from hel, 


Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thon com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 
That I will ſpeake to thee, Ile call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royall Dare, O anſwere me, 
Let me not burſt in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz'd bones hearſed in death 

Haue butt their cerements ? why the Sepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly interr'd 
Hath op't his ponderous and marble iawes, 
To caſt thee yp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarſe, againe in compleat ſteele 
Reuiſites thus the glimpſes of the Moone, 
Making night hideous, and we fooles of Nature 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition 


With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſoules, 


Say why is this, wherefore, what ſhould we doe? 
Hora. It beckons you to goe away With it 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 


To you alone, 
Mar. Looke with what courteous action 


It waues you to a more remooued ground, 
But doe not goe with it, 
Hora. No, by no meaves. 


Ham. It will not ſpeake, then I will follow it. 


Hera. Doe not my Lord. 
Ham. Why? what ſhould be the feare, 


I doc not ſer wy life at a pinnes fee, 
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Bec l ons. 


ind 


The Tigedic of Hamlet 


Andfor my ſoule, what can it doe to that 

Being a thing immortall as it ſelfe ; 

It waves me forth 2 gaine, Ile follow it. 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the floud my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull ſomnet of the cleeſe 

That bettels ore his baſe into the Sea, 

And there aſſume ſome other horrible forme 

Which might depriuc your Soueraigntic of reaſon, 

Ad draw you inte madnaeſſe, thinke of it, 

The verie place puts toyes of deſperation 

Wi:hout more motiue, into euery braine 

That ookes ſo many fadomes to the Sea 

And heares it rore beneath, | 
Ham. t Waues me (till, 

Goc on, Ile follow thee. 

Mar. You ſhall not goe my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hande, 
Hora. Be rul'd, you ſhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out 

And makes each pettie attire in this bodie 

As hardie as the Nemeas Lions nerue; 

Still am! cald, ynhand me Gentlemen 

By beauen lle make a Ghoſt of him that lets me, 

I ſay away, goe one, Ile follow thee. Exit Ghoſt Hasle. 
Hora. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
At. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hora, Haue after, to what iſſue will this come? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmarbę. 
ora. Heauen will direct it. 

Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exennt. 
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Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Ham. Whether wilt thou leade me, {peake,lle go no further. 
Ghoſt, Marke me, 
Ham. Iwill. 

Gheſt. My houre is almoſt corne 

When l to ſulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muſt render vp my ſelfe. 
Ham. Alas poore Ghoſt. 


=] 


Prince of Denrnarke; 
Gboff. Pittie mee not but lend my ſerious hearing to 
what I ſhall vnſold. | | | 
Ham. Speake I am bound to heare, 
G bot. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt heare, 
Ham. What? 
Ghoſt, Tam thy fathers ſpirit, | 
Doom d for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 
And for the day confin'd to faſt in fires, 
Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Are burnt andpurg'd away : but that] am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, 
I could a talc vnfold whoſe lighteſt word | 
Would harrow vp thy ſoule, | ig thy young bloud, | 
Make thy two eies like ftarres ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks te part, 
And cach particular haire to ſtand an end, 
Like quils vpon the feareſull Porpentine : 
But this eternall blazon muſt not be 
To eares of fi: ſh and bloud, lift, lift, O liſt, 
If thou di d'ſt euer thy deare father loue. 


Ham, O God. | 
G heſt. Re uenge his ſoule, and moſt ynnatural murther. 


Ham. Murther. 
Gboft. Murther moſt foule, as in the beſt it is, 
But this moſt ſoule, ſtrange and vnnaturall. 
Ham. Haſte me to know t, that I with wings as ſwift, 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May ſweepe to my reuenge. 
Ghoſt. I find thee apt, 
And duller ſhouldeſt thou be then the fat weed 
That roots it ſelfe in eaſe on Leibe wharffe, 
Would' thou not ſtirte in this; now Hamlet heare, 
Tis giuen out, that ſleeping in my Orchard, 
A Serpent ſtung me, ſo the whole eate of Denmarke 
Is by a forged proceſſe of my death 
Ranke ly abuſed : but know thou noble Youth, 
The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers life 
Now we ares his Crowne, 


Ham. O my Prophetike ſoule my Vacle.. 


Gheft. 


The Tmgedie of Hamlet 
Gbofſt. 1 that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trayterouggifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 

So to ſeduce; wonne to his ſhame full lutt 


The will of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queene; 
O Hamlet, what falling off was there 


From me whoſe loue was of that dignitie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the vow 
I mide to her in marriage, and to decline 

Vpon a vretch whoſe naturall gifts were poore, 


To thoſe of mine; but vertue as it neuer v ill be mooued, 


Though le vdueſſe court it in a ſhape of Heauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 

WII ſort it ſelfe in a celeſtiall bed 

And prey on garbage. 

But oft, me thinkes I ſcent the morning aire, 
Briefe let me be; ſleeping within my Orchard, 
My cuſtome al waies of the afternoone, 

Vpon my ſecure houre, thy Vncle ſtole 

With iuice of curſed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my cares did pure, 

The leprous diſtilment, whoſe effect 

Hollis ſu h an enmitie with bloud of man, 
That ſwift as Quick-filuer it courſes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the bodie, 

And with a ſodaine vigour it doth poſſeſſe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke, 
The chinde and wholſome blou:; lo did it mine, 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter barkt about 

Moſt Lazerlike with vile and lothſ. me cruſt 
All my ſmooth bodie. 

Thus was I ſleeping by a brothers hand, 
Oflife, of Crowne, of Qucene at once di ſpatcht, 
Cut off c uen in the bloflomes ot my ſinne, 
Vanuxled, diſappointed, vn-anueld, 

No reckning made, but ſent to my account 
Vith all my imperfeRions on my head, 

O horrible, O horrible, moſt horrible, 

If thou haſt natute in thee beare it not, 


Let 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Let not the Royall bed of Denmarie be 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inceſt. 
But howſomeuer thou purſues this act, 
Taint not thy mind, norler thy ſoule contrive 
Againſt thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen, 
And to ahoſe thornes that in her boſome lodge 
To prick and ſting her: fare thee well at once, 
The Glo worme ſhe u es the matine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffectuall fire, 
Adie w, aditw, adie w, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoſt of heauen!O carthlwhat elle, 
And ſhall I couple hell, O fie ! hold my heart, 
And you my finewes; grow not inſtant old, 

But beate me ſwiftly vp; remember thee, 

I thou poote Ghoſt whiles memorie holds a ſeat 
[nchis diſtracted Globe, remember thee, 
Yea, from the table of my memorie 

Ile wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

All ſaw of Bookes, all ſormes, all preſſures paſt 
That youth and obſeruation coppied there, 

And thy commandement all alone ſhall liue, 
Within the Booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with baſermitter, yes by heauen. 

O molt pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, ſmiling damned villaine, 

My tables, meetitisIferitdowne 9 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be avillaine, 
Artleaſtlam ſurc it may be ſo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me, 

I haue ſworne c. 


Enter Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Hers. My Lord, my Lord. 
Mar. Lord Hamlet, 
Hora, Heauens ſecute him. 
Ham. So be it. 
Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Hem. Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 
D 


Mar. : 


meer Hare 


AMar. How iſt my noble Lord? 
H. O wonderfull! ; 
For. Good my Lord tell it. 
Hum. No, you will reucale it. 
Hora. Not I my Lord by Heauen. 
Mar. Nor Imy Lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart of man once thinke it 
But you'le be ſecret. 5 
Both, I by heauen. 
Ham. There's neuer a villaine, 
Delling in all Deamalę 
But he's an arrant Knaue. 
Hie, a. There need, no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the graue 
Lo tell vs this. Y 
Ham. Why right, you are in the rigbt, 
And to without more circumltance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ſhake hands and part, 
You, as your buſineſſe aud deſire ſhall point you, 
For every man hath buſineſſe and deſire 
Such as it is, and for my owe poore part 
I will goe pray. 
Hera. Theſe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Ham. I am ſorric they offend you heartily, 
Yes faith heartily. 
Hora. There's no offence my Lord. 
Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick but there is Horatio, 
And much offence to, touching this viſion heete, 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you, 
or your dcfire to know what is berweene vs, 
Ore-maſter't as you may, and now good friends, 
As you are friends, Schollers, and Souldiers, 
G ue me one poore requeſt, 
Hera. What iſt my Lord, we will. 
Ham. Neuer make knowne what you haue ſeene to night. 
Both, My Lord we will not. 
Ham. Nay but ſweare't. | 
Hora. In faith my Lord not l. 
Mar, Nor I my Lord in faith. 
Ham. Vpon my Sword. 


Aar. 


Prince of Denmarkec. 
Mar. We haue ſworne my Lord alreadie. 
Ham. Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 


| Gboſt cries under the Stage. 

Ghoſt. Sweare, 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, ſay'ſt thou ſo, art thou there true pe 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Conſent to ſweare, 

Hora. Propoſe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to ſpeake of this that you haue ſcene, 
Sweare by my Sword, 

Ghoſt, Sweare, 

Ham. Hie, & vbiq;, then weele ſhift our ground: 
Come hether Gentlemen, l 
And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 75 
Neuer to ſpeake of this that you haue heard. 
. Ghoſt. Sweare by his Sword. 


ony e 


Ham. Well ſaid old Mole, canſt worke it'h earth ſo faſt, 


A worthy Pioner once more remoone good friends. 
Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger giue it welcome, 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio, 

Then are dream't of in your Philoſophy : but come 

Heere as before, neuer ſo helpe you mercy, 

(How ſtrange or odde lo mere I beare my ſelfe, 

As I perchance hereafter ſhall thinke meer, 

To put an Antike diſpoſitionon 

That you at ſuch times ſeeing me, neuer ſhall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head ſhake, 

Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtfull phraſe, 

As, wel, well we know,or we could and if we would, 

.Or if we lift to ſpeake, or there be and if they might, 

Oc ſuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do ſweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moſt need helpe you. 
Ghoſt, Sweare. | HH 
Ham. Reſt, reſt ae, ſpitit: ſo Gentlemen, 


With all my loue I doe commend me to you, 
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The Tragedie of Harole: 
And what ſo poote a man as Hemlet is, 
May doe t'expreſſe his loue and ftiending to you 
God willing ſhall not j:cke : let vs goe in together, 
And (ill your fingers on your lips I pray, 

The time is out of ioynt,O curled ſpight! 

That euer I was borne to ſer it tight, 

| Nay come, lets goc together. Exewt. 


Enter old Polonizu, with his man or two, 


Pol. Giue him this mony, and theſe two notes Reynalda, 


Rey. Iwill my Lord. — 
Pol.Y ou ſhal do maruellous wiſely good Reynalde. 


Before you viſit him, to make inquire, 
Ol his behaviour. * 


Rey. My Lord, I did intend it 


Pol. Marrie well ſaid, very well ſaid Jooke you fir, 


Enquire me firſt v hat Dancers are in Paris. 
And how, & Who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence, and finding, 
By this encompaſment and drift of queſtion 
That they do know my ſonne, come you more neeret 
Then your particular demaads will tuch it, 
Take you as twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 
And in part him, doe you marke this Reywalde ? 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. EY 

Pol. And in part him, but you may ſay, not we.l, 
But y' fte be he I meane, he's verie wilde, 
Addicted ſo and ſo, and there put on him 


What forgeties you pleaſe, marrie none ſo ranke 


As may diſhonour him, take heed of that, 
But fr, ſuch wanton, wild, and vſuall lips, 
As are companious noted and moſt knowuc 
To youth and libertie. 
Rey. As gaming my Lord. 
Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe ſo . 
Rey. My Lord, that would diſhonour him. 
Pol. Faith as you may ſeaſon it in the charge. 


You | 


Prince of Denmarke. 
You mult not put another ſcand all on him, 
Thathe is opento Incontinercie, | 
That's not my meaning, but breath his feuls ſo quently 
That they may ſeeme the taints of libertie, 
The flaſh and out-breake of a fierie mind, 
A ſauageneſſe in vnreclaimed bloud, 
Ofgenerall aſſault. 
Key. But my good Lord, | 
Pol. Wherefore ſhould you doe this? 
Rey. 1 my Lord, I would know that. 
Pol, Marrie fr, heere's my drift, 
And I beleeue it is a fetch of wit, 
You laying theſe ſlight ſullies on my ſonne 
As w were a thing a little ſoilde with working, 
Mark e you, your partie in converſe, him you would ſound 
Hauing ever ſcene in the prenominate crimes | 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be aſſur'd 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence, 
Good fir (or ſo) or friend, or gentleman, 
According to the phraſe, or the addition 
Of man and Countrie. 0 
Rey. Verie good my Lord. 6s 04.9 Ez 
Pol. And then fir doos a this, a dos: what was Iabout to fay ? 
By the maſſe I was about to ſay ſomething, . 
Where did I leaue? | 
Rey. At cloſes inthe conſequence, 1 | 
Pel. At cloſes inthe conſequence, I marrie, ' 
He cloſes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I ſaw him ycſterday, or th' other day. 299 0 
Oc then, or then, with ſuch or ſuch, and as youſay: 
There was a gaming there, or toake in's rowlſe, 
There falling out ar Tennis, or perchance 
I ſaw him enter ſuch or ſuch a houſe of ſale, 
Uidelicet, a Brothell or lo forth, ſee you now, 
Y our bait of falſhood: take this carpe of truth, 
And thus doe we of wiſdome, and of reach, 
With windleſſes: and with aſſayes of bias, 
By indirects find directions out, 
So by my former lecture and 
8 2 


The Tmpedie of Hamlet 
Shall you my ſonne; yon haue me, haue you not? 
Rey. My Lord, Ihaue. 11:00 
Pol. God buy yee, fac yee well, 
Rey. Good my Lord. 


Pol. Obſerue his inclination in your ſelfe. 
Rey. I (hall my Lord, , 


Pol. And let him ply his Muſick. 
Key. Well my Lord. E xit Rey. 


FER Enter Op belia. 
Polo. Fat wel. How now Ophelia, w hats the matter? 


Ophe. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue biaſo affrighted 


Polo. With what i'th name of God ? | 
Opbe. My Lord, as I was ſowing in my Cloſſet, 
Lord Hamlet with bis doublet all vabrac'd, 
No hat vpon his head his Rockinsfouled, 
Vngarcred, and downe gyred t hit ankle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a looke ſo pittious in purpart 
As if he had beene looſed out of hell 
To ſpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy loue ? 
Obe. My Lord I doc not know, 
But truly I doe feare it. 
Polo. What ſaid he? 
Ophe. He took me by the wriſt, and held me hard, 
Theo goes he to the length of all his arme, 
And with his other hand thus orc his brow, 
He fals to ſuch peruſall of my face 


As a would drawir; long flaid he ſo, 


At laſt, alittle ſhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and dowre, 
He raiſed a ſigh ſo pittious and profound, 

Asit did ſeeme to er all bis bulke, 

And end his being that done, he lets me goc, 
And wich his head ouer his ſhoulders turn'd c 
He ſcem'd to find his way without hiis eyes, 


For out of doores he went without their helpes, 


And to the laſt bende d their light on me. 


Pole 
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Prince of Denmarke- 


Polo. Come, goe with me, I will go ſcekg the King, 
This is the very cxtafie of love, 
Whoſe violent propertie forgoes it ſelfe, 
And leads the will to deſperate vndertakings 
As oft as any paſſions vndrr heauen 
That does afflict ournatures : I am ſorrie, 
What, haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 
Ophe, No my good Lord, but as you did command 
I did repell his Letters : and denied 
His acceſſe to me. | 
| Pol. That hath made him mad, 
Jam ſorrie, that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coted him, I fear'd he did but rifle 
And meant to wiacke thee, but beſhrow my Iealoufie: 
By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To caſt bey ond out ſelues in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger bn 
To lacke diſcretionzcome, goe we to the King, 
This muſt be knowne, which being kept cloſe might moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue, 


Come. Exenat. 


Floriſb. Enter K ing and D Roſencr aus and 
Guyldenſterus. 

King. Welcome deere Reſencraus and Gmyldenſterms, 
Moreouer, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we haue to vie you did prouoke 
Our haſtic ſending, ſomething haue You heard 
Of Hamlets transformation ſo call it, 
Sith nor th' exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was, what it ſhould be, | 
More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him, 
So much from the vnderſtanding of himſelfe 
I cannot dreame of: I intreat you both, 
That being of ſoyoung dayes e, ee, with him, 
And fith ſo neighboured to his youth and hauour, 
That you vouchſafe your reſt heere in our Court 
dome little time, ſo by your companies. 
To draw him on to pleaſares, and to gather 
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So much as from occaſion you may gleane, 
Whether ought to vs ynknowne afflifts him thus, 
That opend lies within our remedie. 
Quee. Good gentlemen, he bath much talkt of you, 
And ſure I am, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres, if it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew vs ſo much gentry and good will, 
As to extend your time with vs a while, 
For the ſupply and profic of our hepe, 
Your vifitation 8 ſuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance, 
Keſ. Both your Maieſties | 
Might by the Soucraigne power you haue of vs, 


Put your dread pleaſures more into command 
Then to intreatie. 


6H. But we both obey, 
And here giue vp our ſclues in the full bent, 
To lay our ſetuice freely at your feet. 
King. Thanks Reſencrau, and gentle Gayldenflerne, 


Oxce.Thanks Guyldenſterne,and gentle Reſcencrau. 
And beſeech you ioſtantly to viſit 


My too much changed ſonue: goe ſome of you 
And bring theſe Gentlemen where Hamlet is, 


{.Heauens make our preſence and our practices 
| Pleaſant and helpfull to him. 


Queec. I Amen. Ext Reſ and Gayl. 


Ester Polowins. 


Pol. Th embaſſadors from Norway my good Lord, 
Are ioyfully return'd. | | 


ung. Thou fiill haſt bin the father of good newes, 


Pol, Haue I my Lord? I aſſure my good Liege, 
I hold my dutie as I hold my ſoule. 


Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 
And doe thinke, or elſe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie ſo ſure 

As it hath vs'd co doe, that I haue found 

The very cauſe of Hamlets lunacie. 


King. O ſpeake of that, chat doe long to heate. 


Pol, 


Prince of Denmarke? © 
Pole, Give firſt admittance to the Embaſſdors; 
My newes ſhall be the fruit co that great feaſt. 


King. Thy ſelfe doe grace to them, and bring them la- 


He tel: me my decree : Gertrad he hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſonnes diſtempet. 

wee, I doubt it is no other but the maine, 
His tathers death, and our haſtie marriage. 


Enter Embaſſaderr. 


King. Well, we ſhall ſift him, welcome my good friends, 


Say Velie mand. what from our brother Norway ? 
Folte, Moſt faire tetutue of greetings and deſires; 

Vpo» our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppteſſe 

His Neph-wes levies, which to him appear d 

To be a preparation gainſt the Poſacke, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was againſt your Highneſſe, whereat grieu'd 

That ſo tis fickneſſe, age, and impotence 

Was falſly borne in hand, ſends out arreſts 

On Fortenbrafſe, which he in briefe obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 

Makes vow before his Vncle neuer more 

To giueth'afſiy of Armes againſt your Maieſtie: 

Whereon old Nerway ouercome wich joy, 

Giues him threeſcore thouſand crownes in anual fee, 

And his commiſſion to imploy thoſe Souldiers, 

So leuicd (as before) againſt the Pollacke, 

With an entreaty herein further ſhone, _ 

That it might pleaſe you to giue quiet paſſe 

Through your Dominions for this enterprize 

On ſuch regards of ſatetie and allowance 

As therein are {ct downe, | 
King. I. likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered time, wec'le read, 

Anſwer, and thinke vpon this buſineſſe: 

Me ane time,wethank you for your wel took labour, 

Go to your reſt, at night weele feaſt together, 

Moſt . elcome home. Exennt Ea dert. 
Pol, This bufinefc is well ended, | 

E 


The Traum of Haemtee 
My Liege and Madam, to expeſivlete ' - 3" 3.4 
What maieſtie ſhould be, whardane te: N „lr i 


Why dy is, — ty and Ni time, 
Were nothing but to waſte hight, du, and tmr, 
Therefore brevitie is the ſonle of wit, ES. | 
And tediouſneſſe the limmes and outward floriſhes+  . is 
I will be briefe your noble ſogne is ao: 
Mad call I it, for to define true madneſſe, 
What iſt but to be nothing elſe but mad? 
But ler that goe. 
Que. More matter with leffe art. 
Pol, Madam, I ſweare Ivſe no art at all, 
That he's mad tis true, tis true, tis pittie, | 
And pittie tis, tis true, a fooliſh figure, 5 | 


But farewell it, for I will viſe no art, 
Mad let vs grant him then, and now remaiges 
That we find out ebꝭ cauſe of this effeR, 
Or rather ſay the cauſe of this defect 
For this effect de fectiue comes by cauſes * 
Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 
Ihaue a daughter, haue while ſhe is mine, 
Who in her dutie and obedience, marke, 
Hath given me this, now gather and ſurmiſe, 
Tothe Celeſtiall and u ſoulet [doll the moſt bramified 
Ophelia, that's ani phraſe, a vile phraſe, beaui!- 
fied i a vile phraſe, but — ſhall bears : tha, in ber 5 | 
excellent white boſome,theſe ec, 
Quce. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good Madam Nay awile, Iwill be faichfull, 
Doubt thou the ftars are fiee, Letter. 
Doubt that the Sunne doth mone, 
Doubt trutb to be à her, 
But neuer doubt | lowe. | kN 
O deere Opbelia, I am ill at theſe numbers, I haue not art to 
reckon my groanes, but chat I loue thee beſt, oh moſt beſt be- 
leeue it! adie w. Thine euetmore moſt deare Ladie, whileſt this 
machine is to him. : 
Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter ſhown me ( Hawler, 
And more about hath his ſoliciciogs 


As 


Prince of Denamarkes" - T 


As they fell out by time, by mean: $5 and ploce; + wee: 

All given to mine erte. lo n 4 , 
King. Bathow bath ſhe receid'd has loue;? 
Pol. What doe you thinke of me? 35 
King. As of a man faithfull and . ELON | Bo: 
Pol. I would faine proue ſo, but chat ebend YL 

When I had ſeene this hot loue on the wing F 

As I perceiu'd it (1 mult tell you thatꝰ// 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maieſtie your Queene hrere chinke, 

If I adpliidihe Deke, e or Table. bonke/, 

Or ginen my heart a workin g mute and d 

| Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight, 
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What might you thinke?no, I went _ to worke, 

And my yc ung Miſtreſſe this 1 did beſpeake, 2 

Lord Hamlet is a Prinee out of thy ſtarte, | 

This muſt not be: and then preſcriprs gaue her 

That ſhe ſhould locke her ſelfe from his reſort, 

Admit no meſſengers, receive no tokens, - FILE 

Which done ſhe taoke the fruits of my aduile, | 

And he reper d, a ſhort tale to make,. 2 

Fell into a fidneſſe, then into a faſt , | 

Thence to.a watch, thence into awcaknefſe, 

Thencetoli hineſſe, and by this declenſion, 

Into the madneſſe wherein now he raues, 17 . 0 

And all we mourne for. 174 | 
King. Doe you thinke this? 

ver. It may be veryglike. | 
Pol, Hath there beeve ſuch a time, I worlds faine 3 _ | 

That I haue poſitively ſaid, tis ſo, 

When it prou'd etherwiſe? | Y 
King. Not that] know. od L 
Pol, Take this, from this, if this * otherwiſe; . £2 

If circumſtances leade me, I will fin | 

Where truth is hid though i it were did indeed 

Within the Centte. 
King, How may we trie it further ? 
Pol, Youknow ſometimes he walkes foure houtes together 


Heere in the Lobbie. 
E 2 Lee, 
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The Tingedis of Hamlet 
Queer, So he does indeec. e 
Pol. At ſuch a time; ile looſe my daughter to him, 


Be you and 1 bchind an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter, if hc loue her not, 


And be not from his reaſon falne thereon 


Let me be no aſſiſtant for a State 
But kcepe a Fatme and Carters. 
King. We will trie it. ä 
Ester Hamlet. 
Que. But looke where ſadly the poore wretch come: reading. 
Pel. A way, I do beſcech you both away, Exit King avd Queeve. 
lle boord him pieſently, oh giue me leaue, 
How does my good Lord Hamlet? 
Ham. Well, Gcd a mercy. 
Pol. Doe you know me my Lord? | 
Ham. Excellent well, youarc a Fiſhmonger. 
Peil. Not I my Lord. 5 
Ham. Then | would you were ſahoneſt a man. 
Pol. Honeit my Lord. 
Ham. | ſit to be honeſt as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pickt out of ten thouland, 
Pol, Thavs very true my Lori. | 
Haw, For if the Sun breed maggots in 8 dead dogge, being 2 
good kiffing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 
Pol. I haue my Lord. | | 
Ham, Let her not walke i'th Sun, conception is a blefſing, 
But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke tot. 
Pol. How ſay you by that, ſt . Il hat ging on my daughter, yer 
he knew me not at firſt, a ſaid | was a Mhmonger, a is farre gone, 
and cruly in my youth, I ſuffered muchentremity forlove, very 


neere this, Ile ſpeake to him againe. What doe you reade my 
Lord. 


Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betwe ene who, 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders fir; for the Satericall Rogue ſaies here, that old 

men haue grey beards, that their facesare wrinkled , their eies 

purgiug thick Amber, and Plum- tree Gum, and chat they haue a 
plenti- 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

tentifull lacke of wit, together with moſt weake hams, all which | 

fc though I moſt power — and potently beleeue, yet I hold ie 

not honelſ ie to have it thus fer down, ſor your ſelſe fir ſhall grow 
old as I am; if ke a Crab you could goe backeward, 

Pol. Though this be madneſſe, yet ihere is method irt, wil you 

walke out of the aire my Lord? | 

Ham, Ito my graue, 

Polo. Tadeed that's out of the aire ; how pregnant ſometimes 
his replies ate, a happines that often madnes hits on, which reaſon 
and ſanctitie could not ſo proſperovſly be delivered of. I wil leave - 
him and mycaughter. My Lerd,I will take my leaue of you, | 

Ham. Tou cannot take from me any thing that I will hot more By: 
willingly part withall : except my life, except my life, except my | 
life, Enter Gmuiderfterne, and Roſoncraus. 

Polo. Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fooles. 
Polo. You goe to ſeeke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. | 
Rof. God ſave you fir. 1 8 
Gil. My honor'd Lord. | | a | | 
Roſ. My moſt deere Lord. | 
Ham. My excellent good friends, how doſt thou Gwildenſterne ? 
A: Roſencraus, good lads how doe you both? 
Ref. As the indifferent children of the earth. 
Gl. Happy, in that we arc not euer happy on Fortunes lap. | 
We are not the very button. = | 
Ham, Nor the ſoles of het (hooe. 
Rof. Neither my Lord. | 
Ham. Then you l ue about her waſt,or in the middle of her fa- 
uors; 


Gmyl. Fa th her priuates we, ( 
Ha. In the ſecret parts of fortune, oh muſt true, ſhe is a ſirumper | 
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What newes? | 
| Ref. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeſt. (true; | 


Ham, Then is Doomes day neere, but yourrewes is not 
But in the beaten way of friendſhip, x hat make you at E/ſonoure? 

Ref, To viſit you my Lord, no other occaſion, 

Ham. Beg get thet l am. am euer poore in thankes, but I thank 
you, and ſu! e deare friends, my thanks ate too deate a halfpeny: 
were you not ſent foi? is it your one inclining?is it a free viſita 
tion? come, come, deale . with „ nay ſpeake, 

7 1uld we ſay my Lor 
Gl. VVhar ll we lay my Ex Haw, 
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be Trgede af Hamlet 


Han. Any thing bur to th purpoſc;y ou were ſent for, and (here 
is a kind of confeſſion in your lookes, Which your modellies haue 
not craft enough to cullour, I know the good King and Queene 


haue ſent for you. 

Roſ. To what end my Lord J 

Ham. That you muit teach me; but let mt coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowſhip, by the conſonancie of our youth, 
obl gation of our cucr preſetued Joue ; and by hat more deare 


a bettet propoſer can change y ou withal,be euen and direct with 
mee whether you were ſeut for or no. 


Roſ. What ſay you? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eie of you, if ycu joue me hold n not off. 
Guyl. My Lord we were ſent for, 

Ham. I will tell you why ſo ſhall, my anticipation prevent y our 
diſcoueric & your ſectecie to the King and Queen moult no feae 
ther, | haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loſt all my mirth, 
for gon all cuſtome of exerciſcs, and indeede it goes ſoc beauily 
wich m diſpoſition, that this goodly frame the earth, ſeems to me 
a ({er:]l promontorie, this molt excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore E. firmament, this maieſticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it ppearth nothing to mee but a foule 
and peſtilent congregation of yapours. What peece of worke is 
a man, kow noble in res ſon, how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing,how reſſe and admirable in action, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenſion, how like a God: the beautie of the world 
the parragon of Annimales,&yer to me, what is this quinteſſence 
of Jul ? man delights not mee nor woman neither, chough by 
your ſmiling you ſeeme to ſay ſo. 

Roſ. My Lord there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yee laugh then, when I ſaid man delights not me. 

Reſ.To thinke my Lord if you gelight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment the plaiers ſhall rece ue ſtom you, wee coted them 
on _ way, and hether are the coming to offer you ſervice, 

Hap. He that plaies the Kirg ſhall be welcome, his Maieſt e 
{hall have tribute on mee, the aduenterous Knight ſhall vſe his 
foyle and target, the loner ſhall not ſing gratis, the humorous man 
ſhall end his part in pe ce and the Ladie ſhall ſay ber mind freely : 
or the blanke verſe ſhall hault for'c, What players are they ? 


Reſ. Euen thoſe you were wont to take (ſuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the Citie. Ham. 


— 


Princ o/Danntiacke: I 
Har, How chances it the ttauaileꝰ hel. rei dence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wW aas. 
Rof. I thinke their inhibition, comes by the means of the 
late innouatiod. 
Han. Do the hold the ſame eſtimation * did e I Was 
ja the Citie? are they ſo followed ? 
Roſ. No indeede ate they not. 
Ham. It is not very ſtrange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke, 
Se thoſe that would make mouths at him while my father lined, 
we twentie, fortie, fiſtie, a hundred ducketa a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little: bloud there is ſomething in this more then natu- 
rall if Philoſophy could ſin d it ut. i flonriſh.. 


Gayl. There are plaiers, 
Ham, Gentlemen you are welcome to E/ſovewre, your hands, 


come then th'apportenance of welcome is faſhion and ceremo- 


nit; let mee comply with you in this garb : let my extent to the 
Plaiers, which I tell you muſt ſhowe fairly outwards, fhould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome: 
but ray Vncle-father, and Aunt-mother,are deceaued. 
Gol, In what my dcare Lord. 3 
am. I am but mad North North- weſt; when the wind is Sou- 
therly,! know a Hawke, from a Hand- ſaw. 
Ester Poloatus. 4 
Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. £ 
Ham. Hark you GHIdenſterne. and you to, ate each eare a hearer, 
that great babie as you ſec is not yet out of his ſwadling clouts. 
Reſ. Happily he is the ſecond time come to them, for they ſay 


an old man is twice a child. 
Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers; 


marke it, you ſay right fir a Monday morning t wat then indeed. 


Pol. My Lord | have newes to tell you. 
Ham, My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when a Was 


an Actor in Rome, 
Pol. The Actors are come hether ay Lord. 


Ham. Buz, buz, | 
Pol. Vpon my honour, 
Haw. Then came each Actor on his Aſſe. 
Pol.The beſt actors in the world, either for Ttagedie, Comedie, 


HiRorie,Paſtorall,Paſtoral-Comicall, Hiſtorical-Paftorall, ſeeme 


indcuidable. 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 
indeuidable, or Poem vnlimited. Senera cannot be too heme; 
nor Planter too light for the law of writ, and the libertie: theſe 
are the onely men. | | 
Hum. O ſeptha Iudge of Krael, what a treaſure hadſt thou? 
Pol. What a treaſure had he my Lord? 
Ham. Why one faite daughter and no more, the which he lo- 
ned paſſing well. | 
Pol. Still on my daughter. 
Ham. Am I uat i'th right old Jeptha? 
Pol. What followes then my Lord? 
Ha. Why as by lot God wot, and then you know it came to 
paſſe, as moſt like it was; the firſt rowe of the pious chanſon will 
(how you more, for looke where iny abridgement comes, 


Emer the Players, 

Ham, You are welcome maiſters, welcome all, I am glad to ſee. 
thee well, welcome geod friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
valanc'd ſince I ſaw thee laſt, com ſt thou to b:ard mee in Den- 
meke ? what my young Ladie and Miſtris, my Ladie your Ladi- 
ſhip is neerer to Heauen, then when | ſaw you laſt by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice like a peece of vncurrant gold, 
be not cracke within the ring: maiſtets you ate all welcome, 
weele ento't like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing weſce,weele 
haue a ſpeech ſtrait, come giue vs a taſte of your qualicie, come a 
paſſionate ſpeech. 

Player. What ſpeech my good Lord? 

Ham. I heard thec ſpeake me a ſpeech once, but it was never ac- 
ted, or if ic was, not aboue once, for the play I remember pleaſd 

not the million, t'was cauiaty to the general, but it was 23 I recei- 
ued it and others, whoſe judgements in ſuch matters ctied in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digeſted in the ſcenes , ſer 
downe with as much modeſty as cunning. I remember one ſaid 
there were no ſallets in the lines, to make the matter ſauory, not 
no mattet in the phraſe that might indite the author of affection, 
but cald ir an honeſt method, as wholeſome as ſweet, and by very 
much, more handſome then fine: one ſpeech in't I chiefly loue d, 
twase/Enea talke to Dido,and there about of it eſpecially when 
he ſpeakes of Priem; (laughter ,ifit live in your memory begin at 
this line, let me ſee, let me ſee, the rugged Prim like Thiircanian 


Beal, 


Prince of Denmarſe ? 
Beaſt, tis not ic begins with Pyrr ba. The rugged ria, he 
whole ſable armes, 15 
Blacke as his perpole did the night reſemble, 
When he lay couched in th'ominous h orſe, 
Hatch now this dread and black complection ſmeard, 
Wich Heraldy more diſmall head to foot, 


Nov is he cotall Gules, horridly trickt 
Wich blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, ſonnes, 


Bak'd and embaſted with the parching ſtreers 
Than lend a titranous and a damned light 
To theit Lords mutther, roſted in wrath and fire, 


And thus ore-ciſcd with coagulate gore, 


VV ith eyes like Carbunckles,the hell: Pyrrbne 

Old graniice Priam ſcekes ; ſo proceed you, 
Pol, Foregod my Lord well ſpoken, with good accent and 
Play. Anon he finds him | | (good diſcretion. 


| Striking too ſhort at Greekes, his anticke ſword 
- Rebellious to his atme, lies where ic falls, 


Repugnant to command; vaequall matche, 

Pirrbus at Priem drives, n tage lirikes wide, 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell ſword, 
Th'ynoerved father falls: 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his baſe; and with a hiddious craſh 
Takes priſoner Perrhav eare,for lo his ſword 

Which was declining on the milkie head . 
Of revereat Priem,ſeem'd i th ayre to flick, ( 
So as a painted tyrant Pyrrbue Rood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Did nothing: 

But as we often ſee againſt ſome torme, 

A (lence inthe beavens, the racke ſtand ſtill, 

The bould winds ſpeechleſſe, and the orbe below 

As huſh as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 

Doth rend the region, ſo after Pirrbas pauſe, 

A rowſed yengeance ſets him new a worke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Marſes Armor forg'd for prooſe eterne, 

VVich leſſe remorſe then Pirrbay bleeding ſword 

Now falls on Priam. * r 


B 
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eee, bee pens 


The T regedie — A 
Our hben fitumper Forrund tell you gods 


In generalſynod take away her power, 
Breake all the ſpokes; td feilowes from her mheole,, 
And boule the round pave dove the hill of he aue 
As lowe as tothe fiends, 4  -, 
Polo. This is too long. v; | 
Ha. It ſhal to the barbers wick your beord;prethee ſa 
fora lig. or a tale of bad he ſleepea, ſay — angke' 

Plæy. But who, a woe,b — the mobled Queene. 

Ham. The mobled Quecoe. 

Polo. That's good! 

Play. Runne barefoot vp and dvae adretning the a 
With B:ſox thume, a gout vpon that head | 
Where late the Diadem doo, and for a wde, 

About her llncle · and all pec-teamed loynes, 
A'blanckes inch nlatme of feare caught vp. 
Who this had ſcehepwith tongue in venem ſleept, 
Gainſt fortunes tate would treaſon baus pronouuc d: 
But if the gods themſelues did fee het then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pir b make nalic ous ſport 
In mincing with histwerd bes kusbends ws 
The inſtant burſt of clamor that ſhe made, 
Vnleſſe things mort ali mooue them 0s st ll, 
Would haue made mileb the burojag eyes of heaven 
And paſſion in the gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour, and bas teares- 
in's eyes prethee no more. 

Ham, Tis well, Ile haue thee ſpea le out ihe tell of this ſoone, 
good my Lord w il you ſce the — well beſtowed; doe you 
heate, let them be well vſed, for they ate the abbtaRt and breefſe 
Chronicles of the time; afver your death you werc better haue a 
bad Epitaph then theit in te port while you liuc.. , | 

Pol. My Lord, l will vic them according to theirdeſerr, 

Hem. Gods bodkin man, much better, vic euery man after his 
deſert, ani who ſhall ſcape whipping, vic them altet your owne 
honour and dignitie, the leſſe they deſetue the more merrit is in 

your boun y. Take them in. 0 

Pol. Come firs. 


Ha. Follow him lrie nds, weele here « play to mortow;doſt _ 
ere 


- 


/ 


Prixbaf — 


heare me old N youpleyriewurtktr gd 1 
Imy Lor bing e 35 „2 == 
— Weele hau't to morro ii 1 you could for needfindy 
a ſpeech of ſeme doſen lines, or 2 lines, which would et 
doune and inſert in't: could you not? 
Pla. I my Loro. 1% anot d f. 
Ham. Very well follow thar Lord, and looke you mocke bim 
not. My good friends, Ile leaue you ul night, yoware welcome 
3 F its Exoun Poland Players. 4 
Roſ. Good my Lor a. Eu +. 
Ham. 1 ſo,God buy to youpom Jaw alone, $322 %% (+2 76 | 
O what a rogue and peſant ſlaue um wry 5.59; 
s it not monſtrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion,in a dreame of paſſion : - 
Could force his ſoule ſd to his owneconceir | 
That from all che viſagewand, 
Teates in his eyes, diſſraction in hi ae !, * . 
A broken voice, and his whole function ſuting 
VVich formes to his conceit; and all for hwy, 
For Hecube. 
VVhat's Hecuba to him, or denke 1 20 
That he ſhould wet pe ſor herꝰ what would he doe FRIES 
Had he the mot iue, and that for paſhon ©. / 
That I haue? he would drowne the ſtage with reares, 
Ad cleaue the generalleare with horrid ſpeech, | 
Make mad the guiltyzand appeale the fte, 
Confound the ignorant, and «maze mdecd, 7 70 
The very faculties of eyes and eares; yet I, 
A gulf maddy mercled task all pea 
Like /obn-a-dreames, vnpregnant of my el 
And can ſay nothing no not fora King, TTY”, 
Vpon whoſe properiy and woſt de ate bf oY. 
A damn'd defeate was made: am Ia — | 
VVho calls me villain, breaks my pate s crofſe, 
Plucks off my beard,ond blowes it in my face, _. T5 
Twekes me by zhtagſegiverme the dy throat 14. 1a 
As deepe as to the lunges: Oo dee me this,, 
Hah! s' wounds ] ſhould take it: fof it caunoi be 
But I am pidgion hues dad lacke gall 1 ſy: 
P | Fi To 
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The Tmgedis of Hamer 
To make on bitter or ere this. 1 u 
I ſhould have fatted all the region kytes 

V 'Vith this flaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, 

Remo ſle ſſe, treascherous, letcherous, kindle ſſe villain, 

VVhy what an Aſſe am I? this is moſt braue, 

That I the ſonne of a deere father murthered, 

Prompted to my teuenge by ſ eauen and hell, 

Muſt like a whore yppack my heart with words, 

And fal a cuifing like a very drabbe ; ſtallion, fie vppont, fob. 
About my braines, hum. I haue heard, | 

That guiltie creatures Gartivg ut a ploy, 

Haue by the very cunning ef the Scene, 

Be ene lirooke ſo to the ſoule, ihat pre ſeni ly 

They haue proclaim d their male faQtions: 

For murther though it haue no tongue will ſpeake 
Wich moſt miracolous ot gan. Ile haus th eſe Players 
Play ſomthing like the mwnther of my father 
Betore mine Vacle, lle obſe: ue bis lookes, 

Ile tent him to the quick, if a do blench 

I know my courſe, The ſpirit that I have ſeene 
May be a dive)l,and the d.uell hath pou er 
T':fſume a pleafivg ſhape ; yea and perhaps, 
Out of my weskeneſſe and my melancholly, 
As he is yery pateut with ſech ſpirits, 

Abuſcs me to damne me; Ile haue grounds 
More rela: ĩue then thus, the play's the thin 
V'Vherein lle catch the edoſcienet of the King. Ext, 


Enter King, Oncene, Poloning, Opbalia, Raſancraus, Gul 


dus flora, Lords 


King, Aud ean you by no d iſe of conference 

Get from him why he puts on this conſuſion, 
Grating ſo harſhly all his daies of quiet 
VVith turbulent and dangerous lunacieꝰ 

ReſcHe dooes confeſſe he ſeeles himſelfe diſtracted, 
But from what cauſe a will by no meanes ſpeake. 

Geyi. Nor do we find bim forward to be ſounded, 
But with a crafty madseſſe keepes alooſe 


V.V'ben we would bring him on to ſome confeſſion 


* 


Prince Dem he 


Of his true ſtate. 
wee. Did he recciuve well? 


 Kof. Moſt like a Gentleman, 

Gul. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition, 

Roſ. Niggard of queſtion, but of eur demands 
Moſt free in hisreply. 

Que. Did you aſſay him to any paſtime? 

Koſ. Madam, it fo fell out that certaine Players. 
We ore - raughi on the way, of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeeme in him a kind of joy | 
To heare of it: they are heere a bout the Court, 
And as Ithinke, they haue alreadie order 
This night to play before bim. 

Pol. Tis molt true. 
And he beſeecht me io intreat your Maieſties 
To beate and ſee the matter. 

King. With all my heart, 
And it doth much content me 
To heare him ſo inclin'd. | 
Good Gentlemen giue him a further edge, 
And drive his purpoſe into theſe delights. 

Roſ. We ſhall my Lord. Execunt Ref, & Gun. 

King. Sweet Gertrard, Rave vstwo, 

For we havecloſcly ſent for Nami hether, 
That he as t'were by accedent, may hee 
Affront Opbel:a; her father and my ſelfe, 
VVee le ſo beftow our ſe lues, that ſeeing vnſeene, 
V Ve may of their encounter ſrankly iudge, 

And gather by him as he is behau'd, 

Ift be th'affli Aion of his loue or no 

T hat thus he ſuffers for. 


| Owee. I ſhall obey you. 
. my part Opbelia 1 doe wiſh 


That your good beauties bethe happy cauſe 
Of Hamlets wildn: ſſe, ſo ſhall I hope your vertues 
Will bring him to his Wonted way againe, 
To both your honours. 
Ophe. Madam, 1 wiſhit may. 


Pol. Opbelia walk y ou here: gracious ſo pleaſe you, 


F 3 


We 
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The Tide q Hamlet 
We will beſtow our ſelues; read on this Booke/, » 11: 4/477 
That ſhow of ſuch an exerciſe muy calm Ln, 
Your lowlineſſc;we ale oft too blameio this, ' 
Tis top much proud, that with deuotions _ 
And pious ation, we dae frgarote _ ... * 
The Deuill himſelfe. TED LAT 
King, O tis too ttue, | 
How ſmart a loſn chit ſpeech davd giue my e 
The harlots cheeke beaut ed with plaſtring art, 
Is not more vgly to the thin that helps it, Ny 
Then is my deed matte edwards oT 
-O E burthen : ks Hie-s 


Enter Hamlet. 


Pol, 1 heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queſtion, 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to ſuffer 


The ſlings and arrowes of outragious Fortune, . 1 


Or to take armes againſt a Sea of troubles, 10 
And by oppofing end them : To die to ſleepe 23 
No more: and by a ſleepe, to ſay we end 6 
The hart - ake, end th thouſand natural ſhocks, ns 
That fleſh is beide to; tis a conſummation - .. 5 A 


Devoutlyjo be wiſht to die to 
To (leep,perchance to.dreame, I bene“ s the rub, | 
For in that ſleep of death hat deeames may come e? e 4 
When we haue ſhuffled ꝓff this mortall — 

Muſt give vs pauſe, them the teſpect 

That makes calamity of ſo long life: | 

For who would beare the whips 3nd ſcornen of time, 
Th* opp eſſors v reng,the proud mans contumely, 
The pangs of office and the Lawes delay, 

The inſolence of office, and the ſpurnes 

Th it patient merit of thy vnworthy takes, 

When himſclfernighe his quterw make 

With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beate, 

To grunt and ſwear vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of ſomething after death, 

en . Countrie, ſrom whoſe derne 


No 


Prime Dennarke. 
No traueller returnes, puzzels the will. 
And makes vs rather beare thoſe ils we haue, „ 
Then flie to others that we know not of, | 
Thus conſcience dooes make cowards, 
And thus the natiue hie of reſolution 
Is ſickled ore with the pale caſt of thought, 
And Enterprizes of great pitch and moment, 
VVich this regard their currents turne awry, 
And looſe the name of action. Soft you now, 
The faite Ophelia, Nimph in thy Oti zons 
Be all my ſins remembted. FN 
Opbe. Good my Lord, 
How dooes your honour for this many a day? 
Ham. | bumbly thanke you; well, 
Opbe. My Lord I haue remembrances of yours. 
That I haue longed long to re-deliuer, 
I pray you now teceiue them. 
Ham. No, not I, I never gaue you ought. 
Opbe. My honor d Lord, you kaow right well you did, 
And with thera words of ſo ſweet breath compold 
As made theſe things morerich : their perfume loſt, 
Take theſe againe, tor tothe noble mind 
Rich gifts waz poore when giuers prove vakind,, 
There my Lord. 1 | 
Haw, Ha, ba, are you honeſt, 
Ophe, My Lord. 
Ham, Are you faire? 
Ophe. VVhat meanes your Lordſhip? 
Ham. That if you be honeſt and faire, you ſhould admit no 


diſcourſe to your beautie. 
Op. Could beautic my Lord haue better commerce 


Then with honeſtly ?- 


x 


Haw. I truly, for the power of beautie will ſooner tronsforme . 


honeſtie from what it is to a Baud, then the force of honeſty can 


tranſlate beautie in his likeneſſe, this was ſometime a Paradoze, 


but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once. 
Opbe. Indeed my Lord you made me beleeue ſo, 
Ham. You ſhould not haue beleeu d me,for vertue cannot ſo 


euacuate our old Rock, but we (hall eclliſhof it: I loued you not. 


Opbe. 
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T be Trmagedie of Hamlet 

Ophe. I wat the more deceiued. . 

Ham. Get thee a Nuary: why would'ft thou be a breeder of 
finners? I am my ſelf indifferent honeſt, but yet I could accuſe me 
of (u.h things, that it were better my Mother had not borne meet 
I am vety proud, teuengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then I haue thoghts co put them in, imagination to giue the 
(hape,or time to act them in: what ſhould ſuch fellowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Heauen? we are arrant Knaues, be- 


lieue none of vs, Go thy waies oa Nunty, V Yhei's your father: 
Ophe, At home my Lord. 


Ham, Let the doets be ſhut vpon him, 
That he may play the foole no where but in's one houſe, 
Farewell. 

Opbe. O helpe him you ſweet Heavens, 

Ham. If thou dooſt mary, Ile giue thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chaſt as Ice, as pure as inow, thou ſhalt not eſcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry,farwell. Or if thou wile needs mar- 

ry, marric a foole, for w:ſemen kaow well enough what monſters 
you make of them: to a Nunry go, and quickly to, farwell. 

Ophe, Heauenly powers reſtore him. 
Ham. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hath 
given you one face, and you make your ſelues another, you gig & 
amble, and you lift younickname Gods creatures,and make your 
wantonneſſe ignorance; goto, Ile no more von'c, it hath made me 
mad, I ſay we will haue no mo marriage, thoſe that are married 
already, all but one ſhall liue, the reft ſhall keepe as they are: to a 
Nunrie goe. Bail, * 
Ophe. O what a noble mind is here othrowne! 
The Courtiere, Soldiers, Scholers, eie, tongue, ſword, 
Th'expectation, aud Roſe of the faire ſtate, 
The glaſſe of faſhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all obteruers, quite, quite downe, 
AndI of Ladies moſt deiect and wretched, 
That ſuckt the hony of his Mufick yowes ; 
Now ſee hat noble and moſt ſoucreigne reaſon 
Like ſweet bels iangled out of time, and harſh, 
That vnmareht forme, and ſtatute f blowne youth 
Blaſted with extaſie. O wo is me 
1* have ſeene what I haue ſcene, ſee what I ſee. Exit, 


Ester 


Prince of Denmarke. ''' 
| Fu King and Polonine 
yo : his aFcRions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lac kt forme a little, 
Was not like madnes; there's ſomething in his ſoule 

Ore which his melancholy ſits on brood, 
And I doe doubt, the hat ch and the diſcolſe 
Will be ſome danger; which for to preuemt, 
Ihaue in quick determination - 
Thus ſet downe: he ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our negleRed Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different, 
With variable obieRts ſhall expell 

This ſomething ſetled matter in his heart, 
 Whereon his braines ſtill beating 
Puts him thus from faſhion of himſelſe. 
What thinke yon on't? 

Pal It (hall doe well, 

But yet do I belieue the origen & comencement of ir 
Sprung from neglected loue: how now Opbelia? 
You need na; tell vs what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard icall : my Lord, dec as you pleaſe, 
But if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his Queen- mother all alone intreat him 
To ſhow his griefe, let her be round with him, 
And Ile be plac'd (ſo pleaſe you) in the eare 
Of all their conference: if ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him: or conſine him where 
Your wiſdome beſt ſhall thinke. 
King. It ſhall be ſo, 8 0 
Madnes in great ones muſt not vnmatcht go. Excum 


Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. > 

Ham. Speake the ſpeech I pray you as Ipronounc'd it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue, bur if youu mouth it as many of our 
players do, I had as luc the Town-crier ſpoke my lines, nor doe 
not ſaw the aire too much with your hand thus, but vſe al ge = 

for in the very torrent tempeſt, & as I may ſay,whirlwind 55 Cur 
paſhon,you muſt acquire and beget a tempernce,that may giue it 
ſmoothneſſe, O it offends me to to the ſoule, to heare a robuſti- 


_ ous 
3 
N 


o i he? 


ous Perwig · pated fellow tere a paſſion to totters, to verie rage, 


T he Tigedie 


to ſpleet the eates of the ground-lings, who for the moſt pair are 
capable ofnothing but in explicable dumbe, ſhe wes, and noiſe : l 
would hwe ſuch a fellow whip for ote· doing Fermag ane, it out 
Herods, Herod, pray you auoid it. 
Play, 1 wair:nt your honour, Poke? 
Ham. Be no. too tem: neither, but let your own diſcretion be 
y our tutor, ſute the action to the word, the wor to the action, 
with this ſpe. iall obſe: vance, that youore · ſtep not the modeſtie 
of Nature: For any cling ſs oie- done, is from the purpoſe of 
playing, whoſe end both a. fuſt, and now, was audis, to hold as 
twere the Mirrour vp to Nature, to ſhe & vtrtue het feature;ſcorn 
ber own Image, and t' e very ege and bodic of the time his forme 
and preſſure : Now this ouer-dape., grigome tardie off though it 
makes the vnskilfull lugh,cannot but make h judicious grieve, 
the cenſute of hic! one muſt in your allowance ore-weigh a 
whole Theater of others,Or' ere be Players chat I haue ſeen play, 
and heard o ert ptaiſd. an. i thai highly, not to ſpe ke it proſane- 
I;,t-ar neither having th' accen of Cbriibans, nor the gate of 
Chriſlia 1, Pag an, ner nian, haue ſu ſtrutte d & bellawed, that I have 
thought ſome of Natures lournymu had made min, and not 
made them well, they imitzied bumanitie ſo abominably. 
Play. I hope we haue reform'd chat in lifferently with vs. 
Ham. O teſotme it altogether, and let thoſe that play yaur 
Clownes ſpeake no mare they is (ct downe for them, for ihete be 
of them that will themſelues laugh, to ſet on ſome quanzitic of 
barraine SpeAx' ors r@l.ughito,thcugh inthe me ane ume, ſome 
nec: ſarie queſtion of the play be then to be conſi.tered:thar's vil- 
lanous, and ſhewes a moſt pittifull ambition in the Foole that v- 
: ſes it: go make you rc2di&, How now my Lord, will the King 
| heare this piece of wo ke? 
Enter Pobnuu, Cuyldeuſterne, and Rofſonttans, 
Pal. And the Queene to, and that pteſen ly, 
Hum. Bid he P. ay ets make haſte. Will you two help to haſten 
Ref. I my Lord, Exennt theſe two. (thew. 
Ham, Nhat how, Horatio. Euter Heratis. 
Hora, Heete ſacet Lord, at your ſervice. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art een asiuv'taman 
As ece my conuerſation cope withall | 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Hora. O my deare Lord, 
Ham. Nay, do not thinke l flatter. 
For what aduancement may I hope from thee 
That nn revenue haſt but thy good ſpirits 
To feed and cloath thee, why ſhould the poere be flattred ? 
No let the candied tongue lick obſurd pompe, 
And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning, doſt thou heare, 
Since my deare ſoule was M:ftris of her choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh her election 
Shath ſeald thee for her ſelſe, ſor thou haſt bin 
As one in ſufferi g all thar ſuffers nothing, 
A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haſt tane with equall thanks; and bleft are thoſe 
Whoſe bloud and iudgement are ſo well comedled, 
That they ate not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe : give me that man 
That is not paſſion» ſlauc, and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I my heart of heart 
As Ido thee. Somet ing too much of this, 
Theie is a play to nigl t before the King, 
One Scene of it comes neere the circumſtance 
Which I haue told ch ee of my fathers death, 
l prethee when thou ſeeſt that Act a foot, 
Euen with the very comment of thy ſoule 
Obſerue my Vacle, if his occulted ꝑuilt 
Doe not it ſelfe vnkennill in one ſpeech, 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we haue ſcene, 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcan. Ruby; give him heedfull note 
For I mine cies will riuct to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements ioyne 
In cenſure of his ſeeming. 
Hera. Well my Lord, 
If a ſteale ought the whilR this Play is playing 
And ſcape detected, I will pay the theft. 
Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drummes, King, Queenc, 
Polens, Ophelia. 
Hay. They are comming to the row I muſt be idle, 
| | 2 
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Get you « place, | 5 

Rg. How fares our Couſin Haut:? 

Ham. Excellent Ifaich. 
Of the Camclions diſh, I cat the aire, 
Promif-cram'd, you cannot feed Capons ſo. 

King. I haue nothing withcbis — Hamlet, 

Thele words are not mine. - | 
Ham, No nor ming now my Lord, 

You playd once ich the Vniuetſitie you ſay, 
Pil. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good Actor, 

Haw, What did yon Jena? 85 

Pol. I did enact Iulius Ceſar, I was kild th Capitall, 
Brutus kild me. | 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill ſo capital a calfe thete. 
Be be Players readje ? 

Roſ. 1 my Lord, they ſtay vpon your patience, 

Ger, Come hither my deare Hamlet, lit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here's mettle more attractiue 

Pol. O, oh, doe you markethat, 

Ham, Ladie ſhall lie in your lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord. | 

Ham, Doe you thiake I meant Countric matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my Lord. | 

Ham- That's a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Opke. What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. | | 

Opbe. You are merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Whol? 

Opbe, 1 my Lord. 16” 

Ham, O God] your enely Iigge- maker, what ſhould a man do 
but be mertie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within's two houres. 

Ophe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for Ile haue 
a Sute of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
otten yet, then there's hope a great mans memorie may out · liue 
his life halfe a yeare, but ber Ladie a muſt build Churches then, or 
elſe ſhollaſ er not thinking on, with the Hobby -horſe, whoſe 


Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-hotſe ii forgot. 


Enter 


Prince of Denmarke. 

The Trumpets found, Dame ſhow follewes, 
Enter a King and a Qneene, the Queene embracing him, and he ber, 
be takei her vp, and declines his head vpn ber necks, be lies him downe 
vpon 4 banks of flowery, ſhee ſceing him aſteepe, le anes bim: anon comes 
n another man, takes off his Crown, kiſſes it, paurs pey ſon in the 
cares, and leaues bim : the Queene returnes, finds the King dead male: 
paſſionate attion, the peyſoner with ſome three or foure come: m againe, 
tem to condole with her, the dead body is carried away the poi ſoner woes 
the nem with gifts, ſhe ſeems barſh awhile but in the end acceps lone. 


Opb. VVhat meanes this my Lord? 
Ham, Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes miſcheiſe. 
Opb. Belike this ſhow imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham. We ſhall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe they le tell all. N 
Opbe. Will a tell vs what this ſhaw meant? | 
H.. I, or any ſhow that you will ſhow him, be not you aſham'd 
to ſhow,hecle not ſhame to tell you what it meanes. 
Oph. You are naught, you are naught, Ille marke the Play. 
Prologue, For vs and for our Tregedy, 
Hcete ſtooping to your clemencie, 
We begge your hearing patiently, 
Ham. Is this a Prologue or the poſie of a Ring? 
Ophe. Tis briefe my Lord, 
Ham. As womans loue. 


Enter K mg and Oneene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phabmus Cart gone round 
Neptunes ſolt waſh, and Tellus orb'd the ground, ; 
And thirty doſen Moones with borrowed ſheene 
About the world haue times twelve thirties beene 
Since Loue our hearts, and Hymes did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moſt ſacred bands. 

Dnee,So many iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ote exe loue be done, 

But woe is me you ane ſo ſicke of late, 
So farre from cheerc, and from your former ſtate, 
That Idiſtruſt you, yet though I diftruit, 


Diſcomfort you my Lord it nothing mult, 
S's Fot 
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For women feare too much, euen as they loue, 
And womens feate and loue hold quantity, 
Either none, in neicher ought,or in extremity, 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know; 
And as my loue is ciz ſt, my feare is ſo, 
Where loue is great, the luleſt doubts are feare, 
Where little fears grow great, great loue grows there 
Kung. Faith I mult leaue thee loue, and ſhortly to, 
My opetant powers their functions leaue to doe, 
And thou ſhalt liue in this faite world behind, 
Honord, belou'd, and haply one as kind, 
For husband fhalt thou. 
Que. O confound the reft. 
Such loue muſt needs be treaſon in my breſt, 
In ſecond husband let me be accurſt, 
None wed the ſecond, but who kild the firſt, Ham. That's 
The inſtances that ſecond martiage moue wormwood. 
Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of loue, 
A ſecond time I kill my husband dead, 
When ſecond husband kiſſes me in bed, 
Ring. I do beleeue you think what now you ſpeak, 
But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 
Purpoſe is but the ſlaue to memory, | 
Of violent birth, but poore validity, 
Which now the fruit vntipe ſticks on the tree, 
But fall vnſhaken when they mellow be. 
Moſt neceſlaiy tis that we forget : 
wn To pay ou: ſelues what to our (clues is debt, 
What to our ſelues in paſſion we propoſe, 
The paſſion ending,doth the purpoſe loſe, 
The violence of either griefe or joy, 
Their owne ennactures with themſelues deftroy, 
Where ioy molt teuels, griefe doth moſt lament, 
Grief*- joy,ioy griefes,on ſlender accedent, 
This world 1s not for aye, nor tis not ſtrange, - q 
That euen our loues ſhould with our fortuns change 
Fortis a queſtion left vs yet to prove, 
Whether loue lead fortune, or elſe fortune loue. 


The great man downe, you marke his fauourite flies, : 
| | The 


; Prince of Denmarke 
The poore aduanced makes friends of enemies, 
And hethertoo doth loue on fortune tend, 
For who not needs, ſholl never lack a friend, 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
D rectly fe:ſons him his enemy. 
But orderly to end where I begun, 
Out wi ls and fi tes do ſo con:1ary run, 
That our deuices ſtill are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So hinke thou wile no ſecond husband wed, 
But dy thy thoughts when thy firſt Lord is dead. 
wee, Nor earth to me giue food, nor heauen light, 
Spor: and repole lock from me day aad night, 
Fo deſperation tutne my truſt and hope, 
And Anchors cheere in priſon be my ſcope, \ 
E ch oppoſi:c that blanks the face of ioy; 
Meet What 1 wou:d haue well and it deſtroy, 
Both here and h:nce pu: ſue me laſting (rife, Ha. If ſhe ſhould 
If once | be a widdow,euer | be wife. break it now. 
| King. Tis deep]; ſworne ſweet leaue me hearc a While, 
My ſpirits grow dull and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with ſlec p, | 
Qree. Sleep rockthy brain, | 
And neuer come miſchance betwixt vs twain Exount, 
Ham, Maddam,how like you this Play? 
Lee, The Lady doth proteſt too much me thinks, 
Ham, O but ſhee'le kecp her word. : | 
Ning. Haue you heardthe argument? is there no offence in't 
Ham. No, no, they do but ieſt, poiſon in ieſt, no offence ich 
ing. What do you call the Play? (world. 
Ham. The Mouſe:rap , mat? how tropically, this Play is the 
Tinage of a murther done in Views, Gonz.age isthe Dukes name, 
his wife Bapriſta, you ſhall ſee anon, tis a knaviſh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Maieſty and we ſhall haue free ſoules, it 
touches vs not, let che gauled lade winch , our withers are vn- 
wrung. This is one Lucian, Nephew tothe Kivg, 
Euter Lucianus, 
Ooh. You are as good as a Cher my Lord. 
Ham, I could interpret betweene you and your loue 


If 
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If I could ſee the puppics dallying. 

Orbe. You ate keene my Lord, you are keene. 

Ham. It would coſt you a grening to take off mine edge. 

Oph, Still better and worſe. 

Ham. So you miſtake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leane 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Raven doth 
bellow for revenge. PE ; 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit and time agreciog, 
Conſiderate fealongels no creature freeing, 5 
Thou mixture tanke, of midnight weeds collected, 

With Hecats bau thrice blaſted, thrice rafeRed, 
Thy naturall magicke,and dire propertie, 
On wholeſome life vſurps immediately. 
Ham.A poiſons him ich Garden for his eſtate, his names Goss 


e ſtory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fhall 
c 


eanon how the mur cherer gets the loue of Gonzegees wile. 
Oph. The King riſes. 


wee. Ho fares my Lord? 

Pol. Giue ore the Play. 

King. give me ſome light, away. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exennt,all but Ham. Horacio. 


Ham. Why let the ſtroken Deere goe weepe, 
The Hart vngauled play, 


For ſome muſt wa:ch whill ſome muſt ſleepe, 


Thus runs the world away, Would not this fir & a fotreſt of fea. 
thers,if the reſt of my fortuns turne Turk with me, with prouincial 
Roſes,on my rz d ſhooes, get me a fellowſhip in a cityof Player? 
Hors. Halfe a ſhare. | 
Ham. A whole one I. 


For thou doſt know oh Damen deere: 
This Realme dimantled was 


Ot Ieus himſelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiock. 
Hora. You might haue rim d. ; 


Ham. O good Horatio, Ile take the Ghoſts word for a thouſand 
pou d. Didſt perceaue? | | 


Hora. Very well my Lord. 
Ha. Vpon the talke of the poiſoning. 
Hora. did very well note him, 


Ham. 


uy 


Prince of Deticnarke? 


Ha. Ah ha, come ſome mu ſique, come the Recorders, „ 
For if the _ like not the Comodie, \ 
Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 


Come, ſome muſique. 
Enter Roſe@crans,Gnylden ſterne. 


Gu. Good my Lord, voutſafe me a word with n 


Ham, Sir a M hole hiſtorie. 4 
Gayl.The King fir. | [ on 

| —— of him? > cies oh 
Gayl. Is in his retirement meruailonsdiftempreds * 
Ham. With drinke fir? | © ©3014 364, 27 "1 
Guyl.No my Lord, with choller... vin 


Ham. Y our wiſedome ſhould ſhewit gelte more richer to ſig- 
nifie this to the Doctor, for, for me to put him'to his Nr 
would perhaps plunge him into mote choller. 

Gy.. Good my Lord put your giſcourſe into ſome eme 
Anditare not ſo wildly from my affaire, 1 551-2 Fw 

Ham. I am tame ſit, pronounce. 

Gy. The Queene F our r other in mo you affiQion of (pi- 
rit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guy.Nay good my Lord, this eurte ſie is not of thi right breed, 
if it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a wholſome anſwer , I will do 

our mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne, (hall be the end of buſineſſe. 

Ham. Sir I cannot. 


Rof. What ny Lord. 
Ha. Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wits diesc but br, fuch 


anſwer as L can make, you ſhal command, or rather as you ſay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you ſay. 

Roſ. Then thus ſhe ſaies, your behauiont hath ſtrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull ſonne that can fo Roniſh a mother! but is 
there no ſequell at the heeles of this mothers admiration?impart, 
Roſ.She d: fires to ſpeakwith you in her cloſet ere yeu go tobed. 

Ham, We (hall obey, were the ten Limes our mother, haue you 

any further trade with vs? | 
Roſ. My Lord you once did loue me. 

Ham. And doe ſtill by theſe 2 and flealers. 


1 
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Roſ. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diſtomper you do 
furely bar the doore ypon your one liberty, if you deny your 


giriefes to your friend, 


Ham. Sir lack aduancement. 
Roſ, How can that be when you haue the voyce of the King 
himſelfe for your ſucceſſion in Denmarks, 
Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham. I fic, but wile the graſſe grows, the proverb is ſomthing 
muſty, oh the Recorders, let me Ee one, to withdraw with you, 
why do you go about to tecouer the wind of me, as if you would 
drive me into a toyle ? 

G«.O my lord if my duty be too bold, my leue is too vnmanerly 

Hun. I do not well vndetſtand that, W ill you play vpon this pipe ? 

Gul. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. Ipray you. 

Guhl. Beleeue me I cannot. 

Ham. I beſeech you. 

Gl. I know no touch of it my Lord. 

Ha. It is as ea ſie as lying: gouern theſe ventages with your fin- 
gets, & the thumb giue it breath with your mouth, and it wil diſ- 
courſe moſt eloquent muſique, look you, theſe are the flops. 

9 Hl. But theſe cannot I command to any vtrance of harmony, 
I have not theskill. 8 | 

Ham. Why look you now how yaworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon me, you would ſeem to know my tops, 
you would pluck out the heart of my myſterie, you would ſound 


me from my loweſt note to my compaſſe, and there is much mu- 


ſique, excellent voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make it 
ſpeak, blood do y ou think I am eaſicr to be plaid on then a pipe. 
call me what Inſtrument you will, though you fret me not, you 
cannot play vpon me. God ble ſſe you fr. 
Enter Polonium. 
Pol. My Lord, the Queen would ſpeak wich you, and preſently. 
H.. Do you ſee yonder cloud that's almoſt in ſhape of a Came)? 
Pol. By'th maſſe and tis like a Camell indeed. 
Ham, Me thinks it is like a Wezell. 
Pol. It is black like a Wezell. 
Ham. Ot like a Whale. 
Pol. Very like a Whale. 


Ham. Then 


Prince of Denmarke, 
Ham.Then I will come to my mother by and by, 
They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by &by, 

Leaue me friends, 5 
Iwill, ſay ſo. By and by is eaſily ſaid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church- yards yawne, and hell it ſelfe breaks out 
Contagion to this world: now could I drink hot blood, 
And do ſuch buſineſſe as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on: ſoft, now to my mother, 
O heart looſe not thy nature! let not euer, | 
The ſoule of Nero enter this firme boſome 

Let me be cruell,not ynnaturall, 

I will ſpeak dagger to her, but vie none, 

My tongue and ſoule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words ſomeuer ſhe be nent, 

To giue them ſcales neuer my ſoule conſent. 


Enter King,Roſencrans,and Guyldenfterne. 


King, Ilike him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with vs 
To let his madneſſe range, therefore prepare you, 
I your commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England fhall along with you, 
The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazard ſo neer's as-doth hourely grow, 
Out of his browes. 

Geyl. We will our ſclues prouide, 
Moſt holy and religious feare it is 
To keep thoſe many many bodies ſafe 
That liue and feed vpon your Maieſty. 

Roſ. The ſingle and peculier life is bound, 
With all the ſtrength and armour of the mind 
To keep it ſelfe from noy ance, but much more 
That ſpirit, vpon whoſe weale depends and refts 
The liues of many, the ceſſe of Maieſty 
Dies not alone; but like a gulfe doth draw ? 
Whar's neere it, wi th it, or it is a maſſie wheele 
Fixt on the ſomnet of the higheſt mount, 
To whole huge ſpokes, ten thouſand leſſer things 


Are morteiſt and adioynd, which when it falls, 
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Each ſmall annexment,petie conſequence. - 


Attends the boifirous taine, neuer alone 
Did the King ſigh, but a generall growne, e. 


King. Arme you I prey you to this ſpeedie voĩage 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goers to free · ſfooted. 

Roſ. VVe will haſt vs. Exesst. Gert. 


Enter Polonins. 


Lo * 


Pol. My Lord, he's going to his mothers cloſer, 
Bchiad the Arras l'le conuay my ſelfe 
To here the profſef(-,1'le warrant ſhee'letax him home, 
Aud as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, - 
Tis meet that ſome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them partiall,ſheuld ore-heare 
he ſpeech of vantage: fare you weil my Leige, 
Ile call vpon you ere you goe to bed. | 
And tell you what Iknow, - Exit. 
King. Thanks deere my Lord. 
O my offence is raake, it ſmels to heauen, 
It hath the primall eldett curſe vppont; 
A brothers murther, pray can Inot,.. 
Though inclination beas ſharp as will, 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my (trong intent, 
And like a man to double buſineſſe bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begiu. 
And both neglect: wha: if this curſed fand | 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not raine enough in the ſweet Heauens 
To waſh it white as ſnow? whereto ſerues mercie 
But co confront the viſage of offence ? 
And what's in praier but this two-fold force, 
To be foreſt. led ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon being downe, then Ile looke vp. 
Myfaules is paſt, but oh | what forme of praier 
Can ſerue my turne ? forgiue me my toule mutrther : 
That cannot be ſince I am ſtil poſſeſt 
Of thoſe affects for which I did the murther ; 


My Crowne, mine owne ambition, aud my Queenez 


| My 


* 
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Prince of Denmarke! © | 
May one be pardoned and retaineth'offence? 
In the corrupted currents of this world, _—_ 
Off-nces guided hand may ſhow by iuſtice, 
And oft tis ſeene the wicked prize it ſelfe 
Buyes out the Law, but tis not ſo aboue, 
There is no ſhuſfl:vg, there the action lies 
In his true nature, and we our ſelues compeld 
Euen tothe teeth and forehead of our faults! 
To giue in evidence : What then, what reſts? 
Try what repentance can, what can it not, 
Yet what can it, hen one cannot repent ? 
O wretched ſtate, O boſome blacke as death, 
O limed ſoule, that ſtrugling to be free, 
Art more ingaged !helpe Angles make aſſay, 
Bow ſtubborne knees and he. rt with ſtrings of ſteele 
Be ſoft as ſinnewes of the new borne babe, 


All may be well. 
Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now might I do it, but now a is a praying, 
And now lle doo't, and ſo a goes to heauen, 
Arid ſo am I reuenge d, that would be ſcand 
A villaine kils my father, and for that, 
J his ſole ſonne, do this ſame villaine ſend' 
To heauen. 
Why, this is baſe and ſilly. not revendge, 
A tooke my father prolly, full of bread, 
Wichall his crimes broad blowne,as fluſh as May, 


* 


And how his Audit ſtands who knowes ſaue heauen, 


But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
Tis beauie with him: and am then reuendged 
To take him in the purging of his ſoule, 
When he is fit and — for his paſſage? 
No, | ; | 
Vp Sword, and know thou a mote horrid hent, 
When he is drunke, a ſleepe, or in his rage, 

Or in th' inceſtious pleaſure of his bed, 


At game, a ſwearing, or about ſome act 


That has no relliſh of ſalustion in t. 


H ;: 
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Then trip him that his heele mas kick at he auen, 


And that his ſoule may be as damad and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ſtayes, 


I his Phyſick but prolongsthy ſickly dayes, Exit. 


Kmg. My words flie vp, my thoughts remaine below 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen go. Exit, 


Enter Gertrard and Polonia. 


Pola. A will come ſtrait, look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with, 
And that your grace hath ſcreen'd and ſtood betweene 
Much heat and him, Ileſilence me euen heere, 

Pray you be round. | 


Ester Hamlet, 


Ger. Ile waite you, feare me not, 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 
Ham. Now mother, what's the matter ? 
Ger, Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended, 
Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 
Ger. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 


Ham. Go go, you queſtion with a wicked tongue. 
Ger. Why bow now Hamlet! 


Ham, What's the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by Rood not ſo, 
You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 
Ind would it were not ſo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lle ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeake. 


Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you ſhall not boudge, 
You go not till I ſec yeu vp a Glaſſe 


Where you may ſec the molt part of you. 


Ger. What wilt thou do, thou wilt not murther me? 
Helpe hoe. 


Polo. What hoe helpe. 


Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 
Poel. OI am ſlaine. 


Ger. O me, what haſt thou dene? 
Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 


Prince of Denmarke, 

Ger, O what a raſh and bloudie deed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed, almoſt as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marrie with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Haw, 1 Lady it was my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, inttuding Foole farwell, 
I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 
Thou find ſt to be too buſie is ſome danger. 
Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall 
If it be made of penettable ſtuffe, 
If damned cuſtome haue nor braſd it ſo, 
That it be proofe and bulwarke againſt ſence. 


Ger. What haue I done, that thou dar'ſt wagge thy tongue | 


In noiſe ſo rude againſt me? 

Ham. Such an act 
That blurres the grace and bluſh of modeſtie, 
Culs vertue Hypocrite, takes of the Roſe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 
And ſets a bliſter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falſe as Dicers oathes, Oh ſuch a deed! 
As from the body of contraQion plucks 
The very ſoule : and ſweet Religion makes 
A rapſodie of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this ſolidity and compound maſſe 
Wich heated viſage, as againſt the doome 
Is thought-lick at the act. | 


Onee. Ay me what act? 
Ham. That rores ſo lowd and thunders in the Iaden, 


Looke here vpon this Pictute, and on this, \ 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers, 

See what a grace was ſeated on his brow, 

Hyperions carles the front of [owe himlelfe, 

An eie like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A tation like the Herald Mercwrie, 

New lighted on a heave, a kiſſing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 

Where every God did ſeeme to ſet his ſeale 

To giue the world affurance of a man, 


T be Tragedie of Hamlet 

This was your husband, look you now what followes} 
Heere is your husband like a mil-dewed eare, 

Blaſting his wholſome brother: haue you eies? 

Could you ou this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 

And batton on this More; ha, haue you eies? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 

The heyday in the bloud is tame, it's humble, 

And waits ypon the iudgement, and what judgement 

Would ſtep from this to this? ſence ſure you haue 

Elie could you not haue motion, but ſure that ſence 

Is appoplext,for madneſſe would not erre 

Nor ſence to extaſie was neere ſo thral'd 

But it reſeru'd ſome quantitie of choice 

To ſerue in ſuch a difference. What Deuill waſt 

That thus hath coſond you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without ſight, 

Eares without hands, or cies, ſmelling ſance all; 

Or but a ſickly part of one true ſence 


Could not ſo mope. Oh ſhame ! where is thy bluſh ? 
Rebellious hell. 


If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no ſhame 
When the compulſive ardure giues the charge, 
Since froſt it ſelfe as actively doth burne, 
And reaſon pardons will, 
Ger. O Hamlet ſpeake no more, 
Thou turn'ſt my very eies into my ſoule, 


And there I ſee ſuch black and grieued ſpots 
As will lcaue there their tina. 


Ham. Nay but to ive 
Tn the ranke ſweat of an inceſtuous bed 


Stewed in corruption, honying and making loue 
Ouer the naſtie ſtie. 


Ger. O ſpeake to me no more, 


Theſe words like Daggers enter in my eares 
No more ſweet Hamlet. 


Him. A murtherer and a villaine, 
A ſlaue that is not twentith part the kyth. 


of 


Princes of Denmarke, 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 
A Cut-purſe of the Empire and the rule, 


That from a ſhelte the precious Diadem ſtole 
And put it in his pocket. 


Enter Golf. 
Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches, 
Saue me and houer ore me with your wings 
You heauenly guard what would your gracious figure > 
Gen Alaſſe he's mad, 
Ham. Doe you not come your tardie ſonne to chide, 
That lap'it in time and paſſion lets goe by 
Tb important acting ot your dread command, O fay ! 
Gheft, Doe nor 5 : this vifitation 
Is but to het thy almoſt blunted purpoſe, 
But looke, amazement on thy mother ſits, 
O Rep berweene her, and her fighing ſoule! 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt workes, 
Speake to her Hamlet, > ef) 
Ham, How is it with you Ladie ? 
Ger. Alaſſe how 't with you? 
That you doe bend your eie on yacancie, - 
And with th'incorporall aire do hold ditcourfe, 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly p: epe, 
And as the ſleeping Souldiers in th'alsime, 
Your beaded haive | ke life in excrements 
Starts yp and ſtands an end: O gentle ſonge 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle coole patience, whereon do you looke? 
Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he gleres, 
His forme and cauſe conioyned, preachirg to flones 
Would make them capable, do not looke ypon me, 
Leſt with this pittious action you conuert 
My ſterne effects, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for bloud. 
Ger. To whom doc you ſpeake this? 
Ham. Doe you ſee nothing there? 
Ger, Nothing at all, yet all chat is there ſee, 
Ham. Nor did you nothing heare? 


Ger, No, nothing but our ſelues. | 
„ Tan.” 
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Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it ſteales away, 


My father in his habit as he liu d, 


Looke where he goes, even now out at the pottall. Ex# GbefF, 


Ger. This is the coynage of your braine, 
This bodileſſe creation, extaſie is very cunning in 


Ham. My pulſc as yours doth temperatly keepe time, 


And makes as healthfull muſick, it is not madneſſe 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teſt, 

And the matter will re word, which madneſſe 
Would gambole from, Mother for loue of grace, 
Lay not tha: flattering vnRion to your ſoule 

That not your treſpaſſe but my madueſſe ſpeakes, 
It will bur skin and filme the vicerous place, 
Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infects vnſeene: confeſſe your elle to heauen, 
Repent what's paſt, auoid what is to come, 

And doe not ſpread the compoſt on the weeds 

To make them ranker, forgiue me this my vertue, 
For in the fatneſſe of theſe purſie times 

Vertue it ſelfe of vice muſt pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 


Ger, O Hamlet | thou haſt cleft my hart in twaiue 


Ham, O throw away the worſer part of it, 
And leave the purer wich the other halfe, 
Good night, but goe not to my Vncles bed, 
Aſſume a vertue if you haue it not, 
That monſter cuſtome, who all ſence doth eate 
Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 
That to the vſe of actions faire and good, 
He likewiſe gives a Frock or Liuerie 
That aptly is put on to refraine night, 
And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſſe 
To the next abſtinence, the next more eaſie: 
For vſe alinoſt can change the ſtampe of nat ure, 
And maſter the Deuill, or throw him out 
Wich wondrous potencie: once more good night, 
And when you are defirous to be bleſt, 
le bleſſing beg of you, for this ſame Lord 
I docrepent ; but he auen hath plear'd it ſo 
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To 


Prince of Denmarke. 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I mult be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
I will beſtow him and will anſwer well | 
The death I gaue him; ſo againe good night 
I muſt be cruell onely to be kind, 
This bad begins, and worſe remaines behind. 
One word more good Ladie, 
Ger. What ſhall I doe? | 
Ha · Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 
Let the blowt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch wanton on your <> 
And let him for a paire of reechie kiſſes, 
Or 2 your necke with his damn'd fingers. 
Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That I eſſentially am not in madneſſe, 
But mad in craft, t were good you let him know. 
For who that's but a Queene, faire, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a paddack, frem a Bat, a Gib, 
Such deere conſeruings hide, who would doe fo, 
No, in deſpight of ſence and ſecrecie, 
Vopeg the basket on the houſes top, 
Let the birds flie, and like the famous Ape, 
To try concluſions in the basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 
Ger. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haſt (aid to me. 
Ham. 1 muſt to England, you know that, 
Ger, Alack I had forgot. 
. Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham, Ther's letters ſeald, & my twp ſchool-fcllowes, 
Whom I will truſt as I will Adderyfang'd, 
They beare the Mandate, they muſt ſweepe my way 
And marſhall me to knauery : let it worke, 
For tis the ſportto have the Enginer 
Hoiſt with bis owne petar, an't ſhall goe bard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 
And blow them at the Moone : O tis moſt ſweet 


When in one line two crafts — meet, 
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The Tragedis of Hamlet 
This man ſhall ſer me packing, 


Ile lugge the guts into the ne:ghbour roome; 


Mother good night indeed, this Counſailer 

Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt graue, 
VVho was in life a moſt fooliſh prating knaue. 
Come fir,to draw toward an end with you, 
Good night mother, : Exit. 


Enter Kin g. and Queene,with Ro ſencraus 
and Guyldenſlerne. 
Ling. There's matter in theſe fight), theſe profound heaues, 
Youmutt tranſlate, tis fix we vnderitand them, 
V Vhere is your ſonue? | 
Gert. Beſtow this place on vs alit le while, 
Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I ſeene to night? 
King. V hat Gextard,how dooes Hamlet! 
Gert. Mad as the ſea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in hi, lawlce fit, 
Behind the Arras hearing ſome thing ſtir, 


Whips out his Ra pier, cryeis a Rat, a Rat, 


And in this brainiſn apprehenſion kills 


The vaſee ne good old man. 


King. O heauy died! 
It had be ene ſo with vs had we bin thete, 
His libertie is full of threats to all, 
To you your ſelfe, to vs, to euery one, 
Alas, how ſbal. this bloody deed be anſwered ? 
It v ill be laid to vs, whoſe prouidence 
Should haue kept ſhort, refitaiu'd, and out of haunt 
This mad young man; but ſo much was our loue, 
We would not vnderſtand what was molt fit, 
But like the owner of a fahle diſc aſe 


Io keep it from dots agiler it feed 


Euen on the pith of life :iwhere i; he gone? 
Gert, Todraw apart the body he hath kild, 

Ore whom, his very madnc ſſe like lome ore 

Among a mirerall of mettals baſe, 

Showes it ſelte pure, a weeps for what is done. 
Mug. Gertrad, come away, 


The 


Prise Denmarke. 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the mountaines touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, and this vile deed 
We muſt with all our Maieſtie and skill Enter R- 
Both countenance andexcuſe. Ho Guyldenſterne, Pe * 
Friends both, go ioyne you with ſome further ayd, 
Hamlet iu madne ſſe hath Polon i ſlaine, 
And from his mothers cloſet hath he drag d him, 
Go ſecke him out ſpeake faire and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haſt in this, 
Come Gertrærd, wee le call vp our wiſeſt friends, 
And let them know both what we meane to do 
And whats vntimely done, 
Whoſe whiſper ore the worlds Diameter, 
As leuell as the Cannon to his blank, 
Tranſports his po; ſoned ſhot, may miſſe our name, 
And hit the woundlefle ayre, O come away, 
My ſoule is full of diſcord and diſmay, Exennt, 
Enter f and others, 
Ha. Saſely ſto wd, but ſoftly, what noiſe, who calls on Hamlet? 
O here they comm. i | 
Reſ. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body? 
Ham, Compounded it with duſt whereto it is kin. 
7 Tell ys where tis that we may take it thence, 
And bearcit tothe Chappell, ' . 
| Haw, Do not belceueit, 
Roſ. Beleeue what? open: 
Ham, That I can keep your counſaile and not mine owne, be- 
ſides to be demanded of a ſpunge , what replication ſhould be 
made by the ure of 3 King, . 3 


Koſ. Take you me for a ſpun ge my Lord > 
„ Ha. Ihr, that ſokes vp the Kings countenarlce, his rewards, his 
authotitjes, bur ſych Officers do the King beſt ſeruice in the end, 
he kecpsthem like an apple in the corner of his ia w, firſt mouth'd 
to be lall ſwallo x ed, when he needs what you haue gleand; it is 
but ſqeeſing you, and ſpunge you ſhall be dry againe. 
Roſ. 1 vnderſt md you not my Lord. 
Ham, I am glud of it, a knauiſh ſpeech ſleeps im a fooliſh eare- 
Raſ. My Lord, you mult tell ys where che body is, and go with 
vn to the King. wa es 


| 
” 
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Ha. The body is with the King, but the King is not with tha 
body. The King is a thing. 
G. A thing my Lord. 
Ham, Of nothing, bring me to him, Eren. 


Enter King, and two or three. 

Xing. I haue ſent to ſeek him,and to find the body, 
How dangerous is it chat this man goes looſe, 
Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law on him, 
Hee's lou'd of the diſtsacte d multitude, 
Who like not in the ir iudgement, but theit eyes, 
And where tis ſo, h offenders ſcourge is wayed 
But never the offence : to beate all ſmooth and euen, 
This ſuddaine ſending him away muſt ſeem 
Deliberate pauſe, diſeaſes deſperate growne, 
By deſperate applyance ate telieu 
Or not at all, 


Emer Roſencraus and all the refs. 
King. How now, what hath befalne ? . 
Rof.. Where the dead body is beſtow'd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he? 
Roſ. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleaſure. 
King. Bring him before vs. 


Ro/. Hoe, bring in the Lord. They Enter. 
King, Now Hemlet, where's Polis . 
Ham. At ſupper. Y 


King. At ſupper where, 

Ha. Not where be eates,but where he ls eaten, a certain conue- 
cation of politick worms arc een at him: your worme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we far all creatures elſe to fat vs, and we fat 
our (clues for maggots,your fat King & your leane Beggar is but 
variable ſeruice, two diſhes but to one table, that's the end. 

King. Alaſſe, alaſſe. 
Ham, A nan may fiſh with the worme that hath cat ofa King, 
eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doſt thou meane by this? 

Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may goa — 
grelle 


. 
N 


Prince of Nenmarke, 


greſſe through the guttes of a Beggar. 
King. Where is Poloninu ? 
Ham. In heauen, ſend thether to ſee,if your meſſenger find him 
not there, ſeeke him i'th other place your ſelfe, but ifindeed you 
kad him not within this moneth, you ſhall noſe him as you go vp 
the ſtaites into the Lobby. 
King. Go ſeek him there. 
Ham. A will ſtay till you come. 
King. Hamlet this deed for thine eſpeciall f afety 
Which we doe tender, as wedeerly grieue 
For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence: 
Therefore prepare thy ſelfe ; 
The Barke is readie, and the wind at help, 
Th'afſotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England, 
Ham. For England. 
King. 1 Hamlet, 
Ham, Good, f 
King. So is it if thou knew ſt our putpoſes; 
Ham. | (ce a Cherub that ſees them, but come for England > 
Fareweil deere mother. | 
King. Thy loving father Hamlet, 
Ham, My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 
Man and wife is one fleſh, ſo my mother: 
Come for England. | Exit. 
King. Follow him at foot, | 
Tempt him with ſpeed abourd, 
Delay it not, lle haue him hence te night, 
Away,for euery thing is ſeald and done a. 
That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haſt, 
And England if my loue thou hold'ſt at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee ſence, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red, 
After the Daniſh Sword,and thy free awe 
Paies homage to vs, thou maiſt not coldly ſet 
Our Soueraigne ptoceſſe, which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effect 
The preſent death of Hemwler, do it Exglend, 
For like the HeRick in my blood he rages, 


How all occaſions do informe againk me, 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 
And thou muſt cure me till I know tis done. 
How ere my haps, my ioyes will neere begin! Eu. 


Enter Fortinbraſſe with be Armie ener the Stage, 
Fortiv, Go Captaine, from me greet the Danyb King, 
Tell him, that by his licence Fortizbraſſe 
Craues the conueyance ofa promis'd march 
Ouer his Kingdome, you know the rendezuous, 
If that his Maieſty would ought with vs, 
We ſhall expteſſe our duty in his eye, 
And let him know ſo. 
Cap. I will dovo't my Lord. 
Fortin, Go ſoſtl) on. 5 | 
3 Enter Hamlet, Roſenc rau, Cre, 
Ham, Good fir whoſe powers are theſe? 
Cap. They are of Norway fir, | 
Ham. How propold fir I pray you? | 
Cap. Againſt ſome part of Poland. 
Ham, Who commands them ſit? 
Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Fortinbr aſſe. 
Ham. Goes it againſt the maine of Poland tu? 
Or for ſome frontire ? — 
Cap. Truly to ſpeake,apd with no addition, 
We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the nam: 
To pay five ducketò, ſiue I would not fatme it ? 
Now will it yecld to Norway or the Pele, | 
A ranckerratc, ſhould it be ſould in fee. 5 
Ham. Why then the Pollacke never will defend it. 
Cap. Ves it is already gariſond, . 
Ham. Two thouſand ſoules and twenty thouſand duckets 
Will not debate the queſtion of this raw, © PP 
This is th'impoſtume of much wealth and pence, >... =; 


That inward breakes and ſhewcs no cauſe without 


Why the man dies, I humbly chauke you fir. 
Car. God buy you fir. 
Keſ. Wil'c pleaſe you goe my Lord? , 
Ham, Ile be with you ſtraight, go a litile before, 


And 


3 f 0 ; 3 
Prince of Denmarſce. 

And ſpur my dull revenge, VVhat is aman 

If his chiefe good and marker ofhis time 

Be but to ſleep and feed, a beaſt, no more: 

Sure he that made vs with ſuch large diſcourſe 

Looking be fore and after, gaue vs not 

That capability and God- like reaſon 

To fuſt in vs vnus d, now whether it be 

Beſtiall obliuion, or ſome crauen ſcruple 

Of thinking too preciſely on th'cuent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wiſdome, 

And euer three parts coward | do not know 

V Vhy yet I liue to ſay this thing's to doe, 

Sith I haue cauſe,and will and ſtrength, and meance 

To doo't;examples groſſe as carth exhort me, 

VVitneſſe this Army of ſuch maſſe and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, | 

VVhoſe ſpirit with divine ambition puft, | 

Makes mouthes at the inuiſible event, | 

Expoling what is mortall, and vnſure, | 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-ſhcll, Rightly to be great, 

Is not to ſtir without gteat argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in aſtraw 

VVhen honour's at the ſtake. How ſtand I then 

That haue a father kild, a mother ſain'd, 

Excitements of my reaſon,and my blood, 

And let all ſleep, while to my ſhamel ſee 

The iminent death of twenty thouſand men, 

That for a fantaſie and trick of fame 

Go to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 

VVhereon the numbers cannot try the cauſe, 

VVhich is not tombe enough and continent 

To hide the ſlaine. O from this time forth, | 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Ex. 


Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and 4 Gent lemam. 


Qaee. I will not ſpeak with her. 
Gen. Ske is importunate. 
Indeed diſtract, het mood will needs 


be pittied. 
K 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Que. What would ſhe haue? 

Gent, She ſpeaks much of her Father, ſayes ſhe heares 
There's tricks 1'th world, and hems,and beats her hearr, 
Spurnes enviouſly at ſtrawes, ſpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe ſence, her ſpeech is nothing, 

Yet the vaſhaped vſe of it doth moue 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it, 
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughes, 
Which as winks and nods, and geſtures yeeld them, 
Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing ſure,yet much vnhappily. 
Hora.T'were good ſhe were ſpoken with, for ſhe may ſtre w 
Dangerous coniectures in ill- breeding mindes, 
Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia. „ 

Que. To my ſicke ſoule, as ſins true nature is, 

Each toy ſcemes prologue to ſome great amiſſe, 
So full of attleſſe iealouſie is guilt, 
It ſpi.ls it ſelfe,jn fearing to be ſpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maieſty of Denmark? 

Que. How now Ophelia. ſhe ſings. 

Opbe. How ſhould I your true loue know from another one, 

By his cockle hat and ſtaffe, and his Sendall ſhoone. 
Quce. Alaſſe ſweet Lady, what imports this ſong ? 

Opb. Say you,nay pray you marke, 

He isdead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Song, 


At his head a graſſe gre ene turph, at his heeles a ſtone. 
O ho. 


Qwee. Nay but Opbelia. 
Opb. Pray you marke. White his ſhrowd as the mountain ſnow 
Enter Xing. 

Quec. Alz ſſe looke fete wy Lord. 

Ophe.Larded all with ſweete flowers, 
Which beweept to the ground did not go Song, 
Wich true loue ſhowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? 

Ops, VVell $97 dild you, they ſay the Owle was a Bakers 


daughter, Lord we know what we ate, but know not what wee 
may be; God be at your table. 


Ting · 


Prince of Denmarke? 

K ut Conceit ypon her Father. 0 

Opbe. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they ack you 
What it meanes, ſay you this. 
To morrow is S. Valentines day A Song. 
All in the morning betime, 
And Ia mayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 
Then vp he roſe, and dend his cloſe, and dupt the chamber doore. 
Let in the maide, that out a maide, neuet departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. | 8 

Op h. Indeed without an oath I*'e make an end ont, 
By gis and by Saint charity, | 

alack and fie for ſhame, 
Young men will doot't if they come tooꝰt, 

by Cock they are to blame. 
Quoth ſhe, before you tumbled me, you — me to wed, 
(He anſwers) So ſhould I a done by = et ſun —_ 
And thou hadit net come tomy bed. 

King. How long hath ſhe beene thus? | 


Opb. 1 hope all will be well, we muſt be patient, but I cannot 


chuſe but weep tothink — would lay him i'th cold ground. my 

brother ſhall know of it, & ſo I thank you for your good counle l. 

Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Ladies God night, Cod night. 
Ring. Follow her cloſe, giue her good watch I pray you. 


O this is the poiſon of deep griefe, it ſprings all from her Fathers 


de ath, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When ſotrowes come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 
But in battali ans: firſt her Father ſlaine, 
Next, yout ſonne gone, and he moſt violent Author 
Of his owne iuſt remove,the people muddied 

Thick and ynwholſome ia thoughts, and whiſpers 
For good Polonins death: & we haue done but greenly 
In hveger mugger to inter him: poote Ophelia 
Diuided from her ſelfe, and her faire iudgement, 
Without the which we ate pictures, or mcere beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 

Her brother is in ſecret come from Face, 


Feeds on this wonder, keeps himſclfe in clouds, 
K 3 And 
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And wants not buzzers to infect his este 

With peftilent ſpeeches of his forhers death, 
Whercin neceſſitie of matter beggerd, 

Will nothing Rick our perſon to arreigne 

In eare and eare : O my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-peecc in many places 
Gives me ſoperfluous death. A noiſe within. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 

King. Attend, where are my Swiſſers, let them guard the daor, 
VVhat is the matter? 

Meſſen. Save your ſelſe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-pecring of 1 liſt, 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous haſt 

Theo young Laertes in a riotous head h 
Ore- beares your Officers: the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Amiquitie forgot, cuftome not knowne, 
The ratifiers and props ef every word, 
The cry chooſe we, Leerres ſball be King, | 
Caps, hands and tongue applau d it ed the clouds, 
Laeries ſhall be King, Leertes King. 

Que. How cheertully on the falſe traile they cry, 4 noſe wick, 
O this is counter, you falſe Daniſh dogs. 

Ester Laertes with others. 

K:ng, The doores are broke, 

Laer. VV here is this King? ſus Rand you all without. 

Al No lets come in. 

Laer. I ptay you giue me leaue. 

All. VVe will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you keepe the doore Ocho vile King, 

Giue me my father. 

Quee. Calmel y good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that's calme orecleimen me Baſtard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaſt vnſmerched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cauſe "Fu 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Ciant- like? 


Let 


Prina Denman 
Let him goe Gartnerd, donerfeare ou 
pine: 
4 


Ther's ſuch diuinitie doth — 
That treaſon cannot peepe to ivy 
Lata 


AR's little ef his will, tell me 

Why thou art thus incenſt, let him ge Sn, 

Speake man. | 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. | 

Que. But not by him. 

King, Let him demand bis fill, 

Laer. How came he dead? He not be iugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vowes to the blackeſt deuil, 

Conſcience and grace, to the profoundeſſ pit 

I dare damnation, to this point] Rand, 

That both the warles } to negligence, 

Let come what comes, onely Ile be reueng d 

Moft chroughly for my father. | 
King, Who ſhall ſtay you? ; 
Laer. My will, not all the worlds: | 2 

And for my meanes Ile husband them ſo well, 


They ſha'! goe farre with little. 

Ng. Good Laren if you deſire to know the cemtointio 
Of your deare father, it writ in your revenge, . 
That ſoop- lake, you will draw Grid friend and ſoe 
Winner and looſer, Cl 


Lr. None but his enemies. 1845 5 
Ring. Will you know them tbenꝰ 8 1 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide Fle ope my armes. 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, | 
Repaſt them with my bloud. 
Xing. Why new you ſpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 
That I/am guiltleſſe of your fathers death, 
And am molt ſenſible in griefe for it, 


I: ſhall as Ieuell to your iudgementpeare 


As day does to your cie. A noyſe within. 
Enter Opbala. 
Laer. Let her come in. | 
How now what noiſe is that ? 
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The Tugruleef Hamlet 
O heate, dry yi my braines, teares ſeven times ſale 
Burne out the ſence and vartue ef mine eye. 
By heauen thy madnes ſbaltbe paid with weight 
Till our ſcale turne the beame. O Roſe of May, 
Deere maid, kind filter, ſweet Opbelia, 
O Heauens, iſt poſſible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 
Opbe. They bote him bare-fac'd on the Beere, Song... 
And in his graue rain'd many a teare, 
Fare you well my Doue, 
Larr. Hadſt thou thy wits, and did'd perſwade revenge 
It could not mooue thus. 82 
Opbe. You muſt ſing a downe, a downe, 
And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it, 
It is the falſe Steward that fiole his Maſters Daughter, 
Laer. This —— — matter. 10 25 | 
' Opbe. There's Roſemary, that for remembeance,prey you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. | 
Laer,A document iu madnes,thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Opbe. There's Fennill for you, and Qolembines, there's Rew for 
you, and heere's ſome for mee, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew, with a difference, there's 
Daſie, I would giue you ſome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father diedz4bey ſay a made a good end. 
For bonny ſweet Robin is all my ioy. 
Laer, Thought and afflitions,paſſion, hell it ſelfe - 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineſle, | 
Ophe. And ulla not come againe, Song. 
And will a not come againe, 
No, no, he is dead,go to thy death bed, 
He neuer will come againe. 
His beard was as white as ſnow, 
Flaxen was his pole, 
He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone, 
God a mercie on his ſoule, and all Chriſtians ſoules, 
God buy vous. 
Laer. Doe you this O God. - 
King. Laertes, Imuſt commune with your griefe, 
Or you deny me right, goe but a part, 


Prince of Denunarke; - '*\\ 
Make choice of whem your wiſeſt friends you Win, 


And they ſhall heare an, e twizt.you and me 
If by direct er by — | : ; 


They find vs toucht, we will our Kingdome give, 
Our crowne, our lite, and all that we call ours 
To you in ſatisfaRion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend yout patience to vs, 

And we ſhall ioyntly labour with your ſoule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be ſo. 

His meanes of death, his obſcure ſunerall, 
No Trophz, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No noble right, nor formoll oſtentation, 
Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth, 
That I muſt call't in queſtion, 
King. So you ſhall, 
And where th' Offence is, let the great axe fall, 
1 pray you goe with me. Exenvt. 

Hera. What are they that would ſpeake with me? 

Gen, Sea-faring men fir, they ſay they haue Letters for you. 

Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamer, Enter Sayplers. 

Say. God bleſſe you fir, 

Hera. Let him bleſſe thee to. 

$7. A ſhall ſir and ple aſe bim, there's a Letter for you fir, it 
came from the Embaſlador that was bound for Esgι˖ d, if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Her. Horatio, when thou ſhalt haue ouer-look't this, giue theſe 
fellowes ſome meanes to the King, they have Letters for him: Ere 
we were two daies old at Sea, a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chaſe, finding our ſelues too flow of ſaile, we put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grappleI boorded them, on the in- 
ſtant they got cleere of our ſhip, ſo I alone became their priſoner, 
they haue dealt with me like theeues of mercy , but they knew 
what they did: l am to doe a turne for them, let che King haue the 
Letters I haue ſent, and repa ite thou to me with as much ſpeed 
as thou would} flie death, I have words to ſpeakein thine _ 
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will make ther dumbe, yet ate they much too light for che bord 
of the _— : ow — 3 will bring thee where I am, 
Roſencrars and G wilderſterne hold ebe it courſe for England, of 
haue much to tell chee, farwill. | 0 _ 
a So that thou knoweff thine Hanes. 


Hera. Come I wil make yoa way fottheſe your Letters. 
And doo't the ſpeedier that you may direct me 


To him from whom you brought chem. Tres. 


Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now mult your confeience my acquittance ſeale, 
And you mult pet me in your heart for Friend, 
Sith you haue heard and wich a kn ing eure, 
That he which hath your noble father ſſa ine TY. 
Purſued my life. 1 5 
Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not gainſt theſe ſeares 
So criminall »nd ſo capitall in nature, 
As by your ſafetie, greatneſſe, wrſdome, all things elſe, 
Lou mainly were ftirr'd vp. 
Kmy. O for two ſpeciall reaſons 
Which may to you perhaps ſeeme much vnſinnow ' d, 
But yet to me tha'r firogg, the Queene his mother 
Liues almoſt by his lookes, and for my ſelfe, 
My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 
She is ſo concliue to my life and ſoule, 
That as the ſtarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by her: the other motiue, 
Why to a publike count I might not goe, 
Is the great loue the 13 gender beare him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to ſtone, 
Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too flightly timbered for ſo loued armes, 
VVould haue reuerted to my bow againe, 
But not where I have aim'd them. 
Laer. And ſo [ haue a noble father loft, 
A fiſter driuen into deſperate rermes, 
VVhoſe worth, if praiſcs way goe backe againe 


5 


Stood 


Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections, but my reuerge will come. 

King. Breake not your ſleeps for that, you muſt net thinke 
That we are made of ſtuffe ſo flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be ſhooke with danger, 
And t!.inke it paſtime, you ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
Tlou'd your father, and we loue our ſelte, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 


— 
* 


— Ester a Meſſenger with Letters, 

Meſſen. Theſe to your Maielty,this to the Queene. 

Kirg. From Hamlet, who brought them? 

Meſſen. Sailers my Lord they ſay, I ſaw them not, 
They were giuen me by Claud, he receiucd them 
Of him that brought them, 
Ling. Laertes you ſhall heare them: leaue zs. 
H gh : nd mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your King- 
dome, to morrow ſhall I beg leaue to ſee your Kingly cies, when 
I ſhall, firit asking you pardon, thereunto recount = occaſion of 
my ſudden returne, | 1 | 

King. What ſhould this meane, are all the reſt come backe, 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and noſuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King. Tis Hamlets character. Naked, 
And in a poſtſcript here he ſaies alone, 
Can you deviſe me? ; 

Laer. I am loſt in it my Lord, but let him come 


It warmes the very ſickneſſe in my heart 
That I live and tell him co his teeth, 
Thus didſt thou. 
King. It it be ſo Laertos, 
As how ſhoulg it be ſo, how orherwiſe, 
Will y ou beru''d by me? 
Laer, 1 my Lord, ſo you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 
King. To chine owne peace, if he be now returned, 
As liking not his Voyage, and that he meanes, 
No more to yndcrtake it, I Wil werke him 
To an exploite, now ripe in my dcuile, 
Vaderthe which he ſhall not chooſe but fall: | F 
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And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 
But even his mother ſhall vncharge the praRiſe, 
And call it accident. 
Lr, My Lord J will be rul'd, 
he rather if you could deuiſe it ſo 

hat I might be the organ. 

Xing. Ic falls right, 
You haue bla talkt of ſince your travel Imuch, 
And that in Hemlets hearing for a qualitie 
W herein they ſay you ſhine, your — of parts 
Did not together plucke ſuch enuie from him, 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vu worchieſt ſiege. 

Leer. What part is that my Lord? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 
Vet needfull too, for youth no leſſe becomes 
The light and carelc fle liuerie that it weares 
Then ſeiled age, his ſables, and his weeds 
Importing health and graueneſle; ewo moneths fince 
Heere was a Gentleman of Normendie, 
I haue ſcene my ſelſe, and ſetu d againſt the French, 
And they can well on horſe- back, but this Gallant 
Had witch. craft int, he grew voto his ſeate, 
An i to ſuch wondrous doing brought his horſe, 
As had he bin incorp ſt, and demy-natur'd 
With the braue bc aſt, ſo farre hetcpt me thought, 
That I in forgerie of (hapes and wick 
Come ſhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman walt? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. — my life Laword. 

King. T every ſame. 


Laer. 1know him, well he is the brooch indeed. 


And Gemme of all the Nation, 
King. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gaue you ſuch a maſterly report 
For art and exerciſe in your defence, 
And for your Rapier moſt eſpeciall, 
That he cri'd out i would be a fight indeed 


If 


Prince of Denmarke, 
If one could match youz the Scrimers of their nation 
Heſwore had neither motion, guard, nor eie, 
If you oppos d them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo enuenom with his enuie. 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Vour ſodaine comming ore to play with you. 
Now out of this. 
Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 
King. Laertes was your father, deere to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face without a heart? 
Laer. Why as ke you this? ä 
King. Not that I think you did not loue your father, 
But that I know, loue is begun by time, 
And that I ſec in paſſages of proofe, 
Time quallifies the ſparke and fire of it, 
There lives within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or ſnuffe that will abate it, 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ſtill, 
For goodneſſe growing to a pluriſie, 
Dies in his oe too much, that we would doe 
We (hould doe when we would: for this Muli changes, 
And hach abatements and delayes as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents, 
Andtten this Sbeald is like a ipend-rbrifts figh, 
That hurts by cafing; but to the quicke ot th vlcer, 
Han let comes back what would you vndertake 
To ſhew your ſelfe indeed your — ſonns 
More then in wards? 
Laer. To cut his throati'ch Church. 
King, No ploce indeed ſhould mut ther ſanctuatize, 
Rever ge ſhould-haue no bounds: but good Laeries 
Will ycu do this, keepe cloſe within your chamber 
Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come home, 
W.cieput onthoſe ſhall praiſe yout excellence, 
Ard (et a double yarniſh on the ſame 
ThcFrer.ckmangaue yon: bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your headszhebeing temiſſe, 


Moſt gencrous, and free from all contriving, 
| L 2 Will 
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The Tragedie of Harnler 
Will not peruſe the foiles, ſo that with eaſe, 
Or with alittle ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
A Sword vnbated, and ina pace of practiſe, 
Requite him for your father.. 
Laer. Iwill doo'r, 1 
And tor the purpoſe, Ile annoint my Sword, 
I bought an Vaction of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, that but dip a Knife in it, 
Where it dra west bloud, no Cataplatme ſo rare 
Collected from all ſimples that haue vertue 
Vander the Moone, can ſaue the thing from death 
That is but ſcratcht with all, Ile touch my point 
With this contagion, chat if I gall l. im ſlightly, it may be death. 
King. Lets further thi: ke of this. 
Weigl wht conuciance both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our ſhape if this ſhould faile, 
: And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 
T were better not aſſayd. J herefore this proiect, 
Shoul haue a backe or ſccond that might hold 
If this did blaſt in proote; ſoft let me ſce, 
Weelle make a ſolemne wager on your cunnings, 
Ih:u't, when in your motion you axe hot and drie, 
As make your bouts mere violent to that end, 
And that he cals for drinke, Ile haue preferd him 
A Challice for the once, Whereon but ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your venom ' d ſtuck, 
Our purpoſe may hold there; but ſlay, what noiſe? 


Enter Queene. 
Que. One woe doth tread. vpon anothers hee le, 
So faſt ti ey follow: your ſiſters drownd Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd, Owhere? 

Quee. There is Willow growes aſcaunt the Brook, 
That ſho es his hoarie leaucs in the glaſſie ſtrenme, 
There with fantaftick garlands did ſhe make 
Of Crow. flowres, Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples 

That liberall Shepherds gue a daa name, 
But our culcold maid; do dead mend fingers cal them. 
There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 


Clam- 


Prince of Denmark. 

Clambring to hang, an enuious ſluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophæs and her ſelſe, 
Fell in the weeping Brookc,her clothes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 
V'Vhich time ſhe chanted ſuatches of old lauds, 
As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 
Or like a creature native and indeu ed 
Vnto that element, but long ii could not be 
Till that her garments heauy with their drink, 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer.Alafle then is ſbe drown'd. 

Quee. Drown'd,drown'd, 

Lar.Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares; but yet 
It is our trick, nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let fhame ſay what it will, when theſe are gone, 
The woman will be out. Adicw my Lord, 
I haue a ſpec. h a fire that faine would blaſe, 
Bur that this folly drownes it Exit, 

King. Let's follow Gertrard, 
How much I had to do to calme his rage, 
Now feare I this will giue it ſtart againe. 
Theicfore lets follow. Exeunt. 


Enter two Clownes. 
Clown. Is ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, when ſhe wilſully 
ſeeks her owne ſaluation? 

Othe. I tell thee ſhe is, therefore make her graue ſtraight, the 
Crowner hach ſate on her, aud finds it Chriſtian buriall, 

Clem. How can that be, vnleſſe ſhe drown'd her ſelte in her own 
defence. 

Oth. Why tis found ſo, 

Clow. It muſt be fo offended, it cannot be elſe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it argues an act, and an act 
hath three branches, it is to act, to do, to performe, or all; ſhe 
drown'd her ſelfe wittingly. 

Otb. Nay, but here you good man deluer. 

clow. Giue me leaue, here lies the water, good, here ſtan 
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man, good, if the man goetothis water and drowne himſelfe, it is 
wall he,nill he, he goes, marke you that, but if the water come to 
him, and drowne him, he drownes not himſelſe, argall, he that is 
. not guilty of his owne death ſhortens not his owne life 
Witt Oth, Butis this law ? 
N Clou. I marry it, Crowners queſt law, 
Oth. Will you ha the truth an't, if this had not been a gentle. 
woman,ſhe ſhould haue bin buried out a Chriſtian buriall, 
Claw. Why there thou ſaiſt, and the more pitty that great folke 
ſhould haue countenance in this world to drowne or hang them- 
ſeluoꝰ, more then their even Chriſten: Come my ſpade,there is ao 
ancient gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers , and Graue- makers, 
they hold vp Adam. 1 
Oth. Was be a gentleman ? 
Cow. A was the firlt that euet bore armes. 
lle put another queſtion to thee, if thou anſwereſt me not to the 
purpoſe, confeſſe thy ſelſe. 
Oth.Goe to. 
(low. What is hee that builds Rronger then either the Maſon, 
the Shipwright,or the Carpenter, 
Otb. The gallowes-maker,tor that out-liues a thouſand tenants, 
Clow. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallo es doocs well, 
but how doocs it well?It dooes wel to thoſe that do ill, nos thou 
dooſt ill to ſay the gallowes is built ſtronger then the Church, at- 
gall, the gallowes may doe well to thee. Too't againe, come. 


Oth, VVho builds ſtronger then a Maſon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter. 


Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke, 

Oth. Marry now I can tell. 

Oth.Too't. 

C Low. Maſſe | cannot tell. 

Clou. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your dul aſſe wil 
not mend his pace with beating, & when your are askt this queſtiõ 
next, ſay a graue · maker, the houſes he makes laſts tel Doomſday. 
Goe get thee in and fetch ie a ſoope of liquer. 

In youth when 1 did loue did loue, Song, 

Me thought it was very ſweet 

i To contraQ O the time tor a my behoue, 


O me thought there a was nothing meet. 


Enter 


| 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatio. E 
Ham. Has this fellow no tecling of his buſines?a (ings in graue- 
making. | 

Hora. Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of eaſines. 

Ha, Tis cen ſo, the hand of li:tle imploiment hath the daintier 
Clow. But age with his ftealing Reps Song. (ſence. 
hath clawed me in his clutch, 
And hath ſhipped me into theland, 
as if I had never been ſuch, 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could ſing once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground, as if t were Caius law - bone, that 
did the firſt murder: this might be the pate of a pollititian which 
this Aſſe now ote- reaches; one that would circumuent God, 
mightitnor? 

Hora, It might my Lord, w 

Ham, Or of a Courtier, which could ſay good morrow my 
Lo. d: how doſt thou ſweet Lord ? This might be my Lord ſuch 
2 one, that praiſed my Lord ſuch a ones horie, when a meant to 
beg it: might it not? | 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een ſo, and now my Lady worms Choples, and kneckt 
about the mazer with a Sextens ſpade; heer's fine revolution aud 
we had the tricke to ſee't, did theſe bones colt no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke ot t. 

low. A pickax and a ſpade a ſpade, Song. 
for and a ſhrowding ſheer, 
O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for ſuch a guelt is meet. . 

Ha. There's another, why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and hi: :ricks? why dooes he ſuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the ſconce with a dirty ſhouell, and will cot tell him of 
his actions of battery: hum, this fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his recogniſances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt: will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchaſes and 
doubles, then the length and breadth of a payte of Indentures? 
The very conueyances of his Lands will ſcarcely lye in this box, 
ard mult th'inheritor himſelfe haue no more ? ha, 

Hora, Not a iot more my Lord. Ham, 


Tbe Tigedie of Hamlet 
Ham. Is not parchment made of ſheep-skins ? 

Hora. I my Lord, and of Calue-skins too. 

Hem, They are Sheep and Calues which ſeeke out afſuranee in 
thar, Iwill ſpeake to this fellow. Whoſe graue's this firra ? 

Clem. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ha. I thinke ic thine indeed for thou lyeſt int. 

Clow. Vou lye out on'c fig, and therefore tis not yours; for my 
part I do not lye in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lye in't to be in't and ſay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeſt. 

Clow. Tis a quick lye ſir, twill away againe from me to you. 

Hi. VV ha. man doſt thou dig it for ? 

- Clow,For no man fir. 

Ham, What woman then? 

Clow.For none neither, 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

Cl. One that was a woman fir, but reſt her ſoule ſhee's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knaue is, we muſt ſpeak by the cird ot 
equiuocatiõ wil yndoo vs. By the Lord Heratio, ihis three yeres ! 
haue took note of it, the age isgrown ſo picked, hat the toe of the 

eſꝛnt comes ſo neete the heele of the Coutiier he galls his kybe. 
How long haſt thou been a Graue-maket ? . 

(low. Of the daies i'th yeere I came too t that day that our laſt 
King Hamlet ouetcame Fortigfraſſe. 

Ham, How long is that ſince ? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that, it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and ſent 
into Exgland. 

Ham. I marry,why was he ſent into England? | 

Clow,Why becauſe a was mad: a ſhall recouer his wits there, 
or if a doc not, tis no great matter there. PE 

Ham.Why 2 5 (as he, 

Clow, T will not bee ſeene in him there, there ate men as mad 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Clow.V cry ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely? 

Clow, Faith een with looſing his wits, 

Ham. Vpon what ground? ' 

(!ow, Why here in Denmark: I bauc bin Sexton here man and 
boy thirty yeares. : Ham. 


Prince of Denmarke: 

Ham. How long will a man lye i'thearth ere he rot? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a dye, as we have many 
pocky corſcs, that will ſcarce hold the laying in, a will laſt you 
ſome eight yeere, or nine yeete. A Tanner will laſt you nine yeare. 

Ham. VVhy he more then another? 

Ch. Why (ir, his hide is ſo tand with his trade, chit a will keep 
out water a great While ; and your water is aſore decayer of your 
whorfon dead body, heei's a ſcull now hath lyen you i th earth 


Ham. VV hoſe was it? twenty three yeares, 
Clow. A whotſon mad fellowes it was, whoſe do yon thinł it 
Ham, Nay I know not. ( was ? 


Clow, A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue,a pourd a flagon of 
Reniſh on my head once; this ſame skull far, was fir Toricks skull, 
the Kings leſter. | 

Ham. This? 

Clem. Eco that, 

Ha. Alas poore Toricke I knew him Horatio, a fellow of ir finite 
ieſt, of molt excellent fancy, he hath borc me on his back a thou- 
ſand times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my 
gorge riſes at it, Here hung thoſe lips that I haue kiſtI know not 
how oft: where be your gibes now ?yout gamboles, your ſongs, 
vour flaſhes of merriment, that were wont to ſet the table on a 
roare, not one now to mock your own prong chopfalne. 
Now get you to my Ladies table, and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this fauour ſhe muſt come, make her laught at that. 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. VVhats that my Lord? 

Ha. Doſt thou think Alexander lookt a this faſhion i th earth ? 

Hora Een ſo. „ 

Ham, And ſmelt ſo: pah. 

Hora. Een ſo my Lord. 

Hum. To what baſe vſes we may returne Heratio? Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alexander, till a find it 
ſtopping a bunghole ? 

Hora, 'T were to conſider too curiouſly,to conſider ſo. 

Ha. No faith, got a iot, but to follow him thether with modeſty 
enough, and likelihood to le ad it. Alexander die d, Alexander was 
buried, Alla asder retarneth to duſt, the duſt is earth, of earth we 
make lome, & why of chat lome whereto he was conuerted, nupnt 

M - they 
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They not flop a Beere- barrell? 
Imperious Czſar de ad, and turn'd to Clay, 
Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. 
O that that earth which ke pr the world in awe, 
Sould patch a wall t'expell the waters fliw, 
But ſoft, but ſofc a while, here comes the King, Ester King 


Ihe Queen, the Courtiers, who is this they follow? Quer. Lato 


And with ſuch maimed rites? this dothbetoken, and the cerſe. 
The cotſe they follow, did with deſprate hand 
Foredoo it owne life, 'twas of ſome eſtate, 
Couch we a while and marke. 
Lier. What Ceremony elle ? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble you: h, make. 
Lier. What Ceremony elſe? 
Dodt. Her obſequies haue been as far inlarg'd 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great command ote- ſwayes the order, 
She ſhould in ground valanQified bin lodg'd 
Till che laſt trumpet: for charitable prayers, 
Flints and peebles ſhould be throwne on her: 
Yer here ſhe is allow'd her virgin Crants, 
Her may den ſtrevments, and the bringing home 
Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Mult there no more be doone ? 

Dof. No more be doone. 
We ſhould prophane the ſernice of the dead, 
To ſing a Requiem and ſuch reſt to her 
As to peace-parted ſoules. 
Laer. Lay her i'th earth, 
And from her faire and vnpolluted fleſh 
May Violets ſpring: I tell thee churliſh Prieſt, 
A miniftring Angell ſhall my ſiſter be 
When thou lyeſt howling. 

Ham, What, the faire Opbelia. 

wee. Sweets to the ſweet, farewell, 
I hop't thou ſhould'd haue bin my Hamlets wile, 
I I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt ſweet mayd, 
And not haue ftrew'd thy graue. 
Lier. O trebble woe 


ov 


Full 


Prince of Denmarke. 

Fall tentimes double on that curſed head, 
Whoſe wicked deed thy moſijingenious ſence 
Deprived thee of, hold off the earth a while, 
Til I haue caught her once more in mine armes; 
Now 3 your duſt vpon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made 

To retop old Pelios, or the skyeſh head 

Of blew Ohmpw. 

Ham. What is he whoſe griefe 
Beares ſuch an Epbaſis, whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ſtand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ?tis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy ſoule, 

Ha. Thou pray'ſt not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not ſpleenatiue raſh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue I in me ſomething danger 
Which let thy wiſdome feare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them aſunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

All, Gentlemen. 

Hora, Good my Lord be quier. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge, 

wee, O my ſonne, what theame ?- 

Ham. Ilou'd Ophelia : forty thouſand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my ſum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. . 

Q=#e, For loue of God forbeace him? 

Ham. S'wounds fhew me what th'out doo: 
Woo't weep, woo't fight, woo't faſt, woo't teare thy 
Woo'tdrinke vp Eſill, eat a Crocadile (ſelfe, 
Ile doo t: dooſt come here to whine? 

To out- face me with leaping in her graue, 

Be buried quick with her, and ſo will J. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 

Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 

Sindging his pate againſt che burning Zone 
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Make Off: like a wart, nay and thou lt _— 
Ile rant as well as thou. 
wee, This is mecre madneſſe, 

Andthis a while the fit will w orke on him, 
Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplets are diſcloſed 
His filerce will ſit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir, 
What is the1eaſon that you vie me thus? 
I lou'd you euer, but it is no matter, 
Let Hercules himſelfe do what he may 


The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue his day Exit Hamlet, 


Keg. I pray thee good Horatio wait vpon him. a Heraus. 


Strengthen your patience in our laſt nights ſpee ch, 

. Weelc put the ma ter to the preſent puſh : 

Good Gertrerd (ei ſome watch oucr your ſanve, 

I is graue ſhall haue a living monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby ſhall we [ce 

Tell chen in patience our proceeding be. Excust. 


Emer Hamlet and 68 


H.. So much for this ſir, now fhal you ſee the other, 


You do temember all the circumſtance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sit in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me {l:ep, me thought I lay 
Worſe then the mutincs i., the bilbo's,r:{hly, 

And praiſd be taſhnes for it: let v. know, - 
Our ind: ſcre tion ſome. imes ſ:rucs'vs well 


Vwhen our deep plot; do fal. and that ſbould learne vx 


There's a diuinity that ſhapes out onde, 
Rough hew them how we will. | 

Hora. That is moſt certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 
My . bes ſcarft about me in the darke 
Gropt I to find out them, had my deſire, 

Fing rd theit packet, and in fine withdre 
To mine oy ne roome againe making, ſo hold 
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My feares forgetting manners to vnſold 
Their grand commiſſion, where I found Horatio 
A royall knauery, au ex & command - 
Larded w th many ſeveral ſorts of reaſons, 
Importing Denmark health, and England: to, 
W1th hoe ſuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the ſuperviſe no leiſure bated, 
No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head ſhould be ſtrooke off, 
Hora, It poſhble? : 
Ham. Here's the commiſſion, read it at more leiſure, 
But wilt thou heare now bow I did proceed. 
Hora, I beſeech you. 
Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braives, 
They had begun the Play, I fat me downe, 
Devis'd a new commiſſion, wrote it faire, 
] once did hold it as ont Statiſts doe 
A baſeneſſe to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
Ir did me yeomans ſervice, wilt thou know 
Th effect of what 1 wrate ? 
Hors, I good my Lord, 
Ham. Anearacti eoniuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull Tributarie, 
As loue between the m like the Palme might florifh,, 
As peace ſhould fill her wheaten Garland we are 
And ſt and a Comma tweeve their amities, 
And many ſuch like, as fir of great hege. 
That on the view, and kno ing of theſe contens, 
W xhour debatement further more or leſſe 
He ſhould thoſe bearers put to iudden death, 
Not ſhriuing time allow'd. | 
Hora, How was thisſeald? , 
Ham, Why euen in that was Heauen ordinant, 
] had my fathers ſignet in my purſe 
Which was the modell of that Daniſbſeale, 
Fd ded ii e vit vp in the forme of th' other. 
Subſcrib'd it, gau't th impreſſion, plac d it ſafely; 
' M : 
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The changling neuer knowne : now the next day 
Was our Sea- fight, and what to this Was ſequent 
Thou knoweſt already, 3 
Hora, So Guyldeniterne and Roſencram go toot. 
Ham. They are not neet my conſcienceʒtheit defeat 
Does by their owne inſinuation grow, | 
Tis dangerous when the baſer nature comes 
Betweene the paſſe and fell incenſed points 
Of mightic Oppoſites. oa 
7 Hera. Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not think thee ſtand me now vpen ? 
He that hath kild my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Pop'c in betweene the election and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle tor my proper life, 
And with ſuch coſnage, i'tt not perfect conſcience ? 
Ester 4 Comrtier, 
Cour. Your Lordſhip is right welcome backe to Denmarkg, 
Hum. 1 humbly thanke you fir, 
Doo'ſt know this Water-flie ? y 

Hora. No my good Lord. | 

Ham. Thy Rate is the mere gracious, for tis 2 vice to know 
him, He hath much land and fertill: let a beaſt be Lord of beaſts, 
and his Ctib ſhall ſtand at the Kings meſſe, tis a chough, but as 1 
lay, ſpacious in the poſſeſſion of durt. | 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhip were at leiſure, I ſhould 
unpart a thing to you from his Maieſty. | 

Ham. ] will receine it ſir with all diligence of ſpirit, your bon- 
net to his right vſe, tis for the head. | 

Cour. I thanke your Lordſhip, it is very bot. 

Ham. No beleeue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. | 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very ſoultry and hot, or my com- 
plexion. N , 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very ſoultry as t'were I can- 
not tell how: my Lord kis Maicfty bad we fignifie to you, that a 
has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I beſeech you remember. 


| } 


Cour. Nay good my Lord for my eaſc in good faith, fir here js 
newly come to Court Lacrias, belecue mee an abſolute Gentle- 
2 mag, 


Prince of Denmarke. 


man, full of moſt excellent differences, of very ſoft ſocietie, 
aud great ſhowing : indeed to ſpeake feeliugly of him, be is the 
Card or Kalender of Genttie: for you ſhall find in him the conti. 
nent of what part a Gentleman would ſec, 

Ham. Sir, his definement ſuffers no perdition in you, though 1 
know to diuide him inuentorially , would dizzic th'arithmetick 
of memotie, and yet but raw neither, ip reſp<& of his quick ſaile, 
but in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a ſoule of great ar- 
ticle, and his infuſion of ſuch dearth and rateneſſe, as to make true 
dixion of him, his ſemblable is his mirreur, and who els would 
trace him, his ymbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordſhip ſpeakes moſt infallibly of him. 

Haw, The concernaney fir,wby do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our mor rawer breath ? | 

Cour. Sir. 

Hora. Iſt not poſſible to vnderſtand in another tongue,you will 
doo*r fir 1eally. | 

Ham, What imports the nomination of this Gentleman? 

Cour, Of Laertes. , 

Hora. His purſe is empty already, alls golden words are ſpent. 

Han. Ot bim fir, . 

eur. I know you are not ignorant. 

Ham. I would you did fir, yet in faith if you did, it would, no 
much approue me, well fir. 

Cour, Lou ate ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confeſſe that, leaſt I ſhould compare with hirn 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himſelſe. 

Cour. | mcanc fir for this weapon, but in the imputation laid 
on him by them in his mecd, he ynfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Car. Rapiar and Dagger, 

Ham. That's two of his weapons, but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd wich him fix Barbary horfes 
againſt the which he has impaund as I cake it fix French Rapiers 
and Poinards, with their aſſignes, as girdle, hanger and ſo. Taree 
of the carriages in faith, are yery deareto fancie, very reſponſine 
to the hilts ,quoli delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham, What call you the cartisges? 


Hora. I knew you muſt be edified by the margent ere you had 
done. | Cour. 


" 
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Tr. The carriage fir are the hangers, 5 

Ham. The phraſe would be more German to the matter if we 
could carrie a Canon by our ſides, I would it might bee hangers 
till then, but on, ſix Barbary horſes againſt ſix Ferch Swords theit 
aſſignes, and three liberall conceiced cartiages, that's the Prexch 
bet againſt the Dæuiſb, why is this all you call it? 
Cour. The King ſir, bath laid fir, that in a dozen paſſes betweene 
«your ſelfe and him, be ſhall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelue for nine, and it would eome to immediate triall, if your 
Lordſhip would vouchſafe the anſwere. 

Ham. How if I anſwere no? | 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppoſition of your perſon in trial. 
Ham. Sit Iwill walke heete in the ball, If it pleaſe his Mojefty, 
it is the brea:hing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpoſe; I will wit 
| for him and I can, if not I will gaine nothing but my ſhame , and 
* theodde hits, 5 | | 

Cour, Shall I deliver yowſo? | 


Han. Io this effect ſir, after what floriſh your nature will. 
(eur. I commend my dutie to your Lordſhip. 


Ham. Yours doo's well to commend it himſelfe, there are no 
tongues elle for his turne. 


Hora. This Lapwiog runs away with the ſhell on his head. 
Han. A did ſo ſir wich his dugge before a ſuckt it,thus has he 
and many more of the ſame breed that I know the droſſie age 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of 
incounter, a kind of miſtie collection, which carries them through 
and through the moſt profane and trennowned opinons, and doe 
but blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 


Emer a Lord. 


Lord. My Lord, his Maieſtie commended him to you by yong 
| Oftricke, who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he (ends to know if your pleaſure hold to play with Lærtes, or that 
you will take longer time? 
Ham. I am conſtant co my purpoſes, they follow the Kings 
pleaſure,if his firneſſe ſpeakes, mine is ready;now or whenſoeuer, 
prouided I be ſo able as now. OD 
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Lord. The King and Queene and all are comming downe. 

Haw. In happy time, = 

Lord. The Queene deſires you to vie ſome gentle entettain- 
mentto Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. Shee well inſttucts me. 

Hora, Y ou will looſe my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think ſo, ſince he went inte France, I haue bin 
in continuall practiſe, I ſhall winne at the oddes; thou would'ſt 
not thinke how ill all's heere about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Hera. Nay good my Lord. | 

Ham. It is but foolerie, but it is ſuch a kind of game-giving, 
as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hera. If your mind diſlike any thing, obay it. I ſhall foreſtall 
their repaire hither and ſay you are not fit. 

Hun. Not a whit we defie Augurie,there is ſpeciall prouidence 
in the fall of a Sparrow, if it bee, tis not to come, if it _ not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
neſſe is all, ſince no man of ought he leaues, knowes what iſt to 
leaue betimes, let be. | 


A table prepared, Trumpets, Drums and Officers with ( uſbions, 
King, Queens, and all the flate,Foiles, Dag gers. and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
Ham, Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon't as you ate a Gen leman, this preſence knowes, 

And you muſt needs haue heard, ho I am puniſhe 

With a lore diſtraction : what I haue done 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 

Roughly awake I heere proclaime was madne ſſe, 

Walt Hamlet wronged Laertes never Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himſelfe be tane away, 

And when he's not himſelfe, doe's wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doe's it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Who does it then? his madneſſe. Iſt be ſo, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged, 

His madneſſe is poore Hamlets ene mie, 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpos' d euill, 

Free me ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts 


That Ihaue ſhot my Arrow ore the houſe 
; N And 
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And hurt my brother, 
| Laer, I am ſatisfied in nature, 
Wboſe motiue in this caſe ſhould ſtitre me moſt 
To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honor 
I Rand aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by ſome elder Mitters of knowne honour 
I haue a voice and prefident of peace | 
To my name yngor'd : but all that time 
I doe tece ine your offered loue, like loue, 
And will not wrong it. 0 
Ham. I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 
Giue vs the Foiles. 
Laer, Come,one for me, 
Ham. Ile be your foile Laertes, in mine 1 gnorance 
Your skill ſhall like a ſtarre ich darkeſt night 
Stick fiery of indeed. 
Laer, You mock me fir, 
Ham, No by this hand. 
King.Giue "i the foiles yong Oſtricl, coſin Ham. 
You know the wager, 
Ham. Very well my Lord. 
Your Grace "Ay laid the oddes a th weaker fide. 
King, I doe not feate it, Ihaue ſeene you both, 
But ſince he is better, we haue therefore oddes. 
Laer. This is to heauy: let me ſee another. 


Ham. I his likes me well, theſe foiles haue all a length. | 


O/tr, 1 my good Lord, 
King. Set me the ſtoops of wine vpon the table, 
If Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the baitlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King ſhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 
And in 4 cup an Onix ſhall he throw, 
Richer then that which foure ſuceſſiue Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue me the cups, 
And let thc Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeake, 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 
The Canons to the Heauens, the Heaucns ta Earth, 


Now 


Prince of Denmarke; 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come W 
And you the Iudges beare a warie eye. the while. 

Ham, Come on fir. | 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham, One. 

Laer. No. 
Ham. ludgement. 
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Oftr. A hit, a very palpable hit, Dram, Trumpets aud /hot. 
Laer. Well, againe. Flowriſh, a Peece goes off. 
King, Stay, give me drink, Hamiet this Peatle is thine, 

Heere's to thy health, giue him the cup. 
Ham. Ile play this bout firſt, ſer it by a while 
Come, another hit. What iay you? 
- Laer. I doe confeſt. 
King. Our ſonne ſhall winne. 
nec. He's fat and (cant of breath. 
Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 
The Queene carowles to thy fortune Hamlet. 
Ham, Good Madam. | 
King. Gertrard, doe not drinke, 
| Quee, I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 
King. It is the poy ſued cup, it is too late. 
Ham, | dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 
Que. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer, My Lord, Ile hit him now. 
Xing. I doe not think't. 
Lier. And yet. it is almoſt againſt my conſcience, 
Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally, 
I pray you paſſe with your belt violence | 
Tam ſure you make a wanton of me 
Laer. Say you to come on, 
Oftr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Haue at you now. . 
King. Part them, they are incenft. 
Ham. Nay come againe. | 
Oftr. L: oke to the Queene there hoe. 
Hora, hey bleed on both ſides, how is it myLord? 
Ofir. How iſt Laertes? _ | 
Lr. Why as a Woodcock to mine one ſpringe. Offrich - i 
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I am iuſtly kild with mine owne treachery. 
Ham How does the Queene? 

King. She ſounds to ſee them bleed. 

Quce. No, no, the drink, the drink, O my deare Ham, 

The drink, the drink, l am poyſned. 

Ham. O villaine! hoe let the dore be lock't, 

Tre ache ry, ſeek it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet thou art flaine, 

No medecine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not halfe an hc ures life, 

The treacherous inſtrument is in my hand 

Vobated and enuenom'd, the foule practiſe 

Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, loe here Ilye 

Neuer to riſe againe : thy mother's poy ſned, 

I am no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 
Ha. The point enucnom'd to, then venom to thy work 
All. Treaſon, treaſon. 
King. O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtious damned Dave, 

Drink of this potion, is the Onixe here? 

Follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuſtly ſerued, it is a poiſon temperd by him- 
Exchange forgiueneſſe with me noble amet, (ſelfe 
Mine and my fathers death come not pon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee; 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 
Vou that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes, or audience to this act, 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 

Is ſtrict in his arreſt, O I could tell you! 

But let it be; Horatio ] am dead, 

Thou liueſt, report me and my cauſe aright 

To the vnſatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it; 

I am more an antike Roman then a Daus, 

Heer's yet ſome liquor left. 

Ham. As thiart a man 
Giue me the cup, let goe, by heauen Ile hate, 


Prince of Denmarke. 
O God Horatie! what a wounded name 
Things ſtanding thus ynknowne, ſhall Ileaue behind me? 
If thou didſt euer hold me in thy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath in paine A march « 
To tell my ſtory : what warlike noiſe is this ? farre off. 


a Enter Oſrick. 


Oſr. Young Fort inbraſſe with conqueſt come from Poland. 
Th Embaſſadors of Exg/and giues this warlike yolly. 
Ham, O I dic Horatio, | 
The potent poyſon quite ore-growes my ſpirit, 
I cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 
But I do propheſie the election lights 
On Fertinbraſſe, he has my dying voyce, 
So tell him with th occurrants more and leſſe 
Which haue ſolicited, the reſt is ſilence. 
Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night ſweet 
And flight of Angels ſinge thee to thy reſt. (Prince, 
Why dooes the drum come hether? 


Enter Fortinbraſſe, with the Emmbaſſadors. 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 
Hora, VVhat is it you would ſee? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch, 
Fortin, This quarry cries on hauock, O proud death 
What feaſt is toward in thine eternall cell, 
That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhot 
So bloudily haſt ſtrooke? 
Embaſ, The ſight is diſmall 
And our affaires from Expland come too late, 
The eares are ſenceleſſe that ſhould giue vs heating, 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill'd, 
That Reſencrans and Guyldenſterne are dead, 
Where ſhould we haue eur thanks? | 
Hora. Not from his mouth | 
Had it iWability of life to thanke you; 
He neuer gaue commaudement for their death; 


But ſince fo iump vpon this bloody queſtion 
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You from the Pollock watres,and you from England 
Are here arrived, giue order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed so the view, 

And let me ſpeał, to th yet vnknowing world 

How theſe things came about: ſo ſhall you heare 

Of cruell, bloody and vnaaturall acts. 

Ot accidentall iudgements, caſuall ſl ughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no cauſe, 

And in this vpſhot, pur poſes miſtooke, 

Falne on the Inuenters heads: all this can I 

Tiuely deliuer. 
Fort. Let vs haſt to heare it, 

And call the nobleit to the audience, 

For me with ſorrow I embrace my fortune, 

haue ſome rights of memory in this Kingdome, 

Wh:chnow to cleime my vantage doth invite me. 
Hora, Ot that I ſhall haue alto cauſe to ſpcake, 

Ard from his mouth, whole voice wil draw no more, 

But let this ſame be preſently perform'd 

Euen while mens mindes ate wilde, leaſt more miſ- 

Oa plots and errors happen. chance 
Fort, Lei toure Captaines 

Beare Hamlet like a Souldierto the ſtage, 

Fot he was likely, had he been pur on, 

To haue proued mott royall ; and for his paſſage. 

The Souldiers muſick and the right of warre 

Speake loudly for him: 


Take vp the bodies, tuch a _—_ as this, 


Becomes the field, but here ſhowes much amiſſe. 
Ooe bid the Spuldiers ſhoot, Exennt. 
. 
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